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PROLOGUE. 
Spoken by Mr. BETTERTON. 


ONG have «ve ſtrove, cuith Paſſion and Grimacey 
Jo ſhow you Vice and Virtue's diff ing Face: 
Virtue's Reward has woo d you to its Charms 
And Vice expo d, ſbou d laugh you from its Arms. 
Virtue wwe vainly offer to your T afte ; 1 
Tir'd with Inſtruction, and agog for Jeſt, 
F abhor the wholeſome Plainnefs of the Feaſt. 
In vain on pois nous Vice wwou'd Satire trample, - 
For wwhat you ſhou'd contemn, is your Example ; 
In vain we wear the Buskin, or the Sandal; » 
Your judging falſe, makes our Inſtruction Scandal. 
The Wife Provok'd to wrong ber Husband's Bed, 
Was meant his Cure, by uniſhing his Head : h 
But you from hence, not kind, but jealous grow; 
Think all Wives falſe, when Uſa e makes em oe £ 
Reform the Brute, you keep the — true. 
The P. owder'd Fop, for draculing Speech, and Dreſs, 
Expos d, ſhall laugh: But then ſo likes his Face, 
He adreſſes in the Stage s Looking-glaſs. 
| A 2 


A TTROLOTUE 

The bis h- Rept Miſs, when ſhewn the Fate of Filting, 

Smiles ] gets a new Spark ſets Fools a 4 itling © 

A fecond Time ſhe's wvarn'd, and ſo improves, 

Till, in due Time, about the Pit ſhe roves, 28 

Reduc d to Doily's Stuff, no Stays, and dirty Gloves. 

7hus ev'n Sage Collier too might be accus d, 

If what h'as writ, thro" Ignorance, abus d- 

Girls may read him, not for the Truth he ſays, 

But to be pointed to the. Bacudy Plays: | 

Far be t to think ſuch his Intention was. 

Thus evn ſound Phyſick, if wreng taken, ſhall 

Iname Diſeaſes, <vkich it meant ta heal : . 1 . 

Now, tho Men die, Phyſick has Virtue ſtill. ©S 

ou d you but come with Minds attentive; bene 

Jo laugh at Follies, Vices to reſent; | f | 

Warn'd by the Dangers painted, aon d you learn F 

To ſhun abroad what's here the Wiſe Man's Scorn's BP 

Calm would be then the Zealot's haſly Rage; i 
And good en, fearleſs, might ſupport the Stage: | 4 

Then, as at Athens, to learn Virtue's Rules, 

Crowds might aue hope for from. deſerted Schools, 

To ſee ou® Labours, by juſt Laws all d, 7 F 

And Publick Treaſures pay for Publick Good: 2 

Like them encourag d. wwe like them migbt write ; | 


* . WER e e YA 2 


Athenian Hearers, raisd Athenian Wit. "2M | 
in Favour then of us, beoin To-day, 1 
To make a juſt Conſtruction of a Play 'Þ 
. . 5 I 3 6 
So ſhall the impious Xerxes Terror move = 


The chaſte Tamira's Tears from ruin'd Love. 
His firſt Aitempi for Virtue you approv d; 
But now, fair Nymbbs, by nobler Paſſien mov d, 
Our Author hat to your juſt Praiſe deſizn'd 

A Uri: bter Image of your Sexes Mind. 
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T HE 


EPILOGUE. 


O Friends or Foes, «whatever Fortune ſends him, | 
* Gallants, our Author thus, in ſhort, commends him: 
It from his preſent Dullneſs, Sirs, you fear | 
The Danger of his Writing once a Year, 
To cure bis future Itch of <oriting ill, 
Now, headlong, throw him to the Muſes Hell. 


But if from æubat you've ſeen, your Thoughts incline, 


That any Sharks of Heat or Genius ſhine, - c 
Let looſe your Favours, wave Poetic Lazvs ;; 
And, to your Wiſhes, well bim ævith Apptarſe. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Xerxes, King of P erſiay W Mr. FVerhrugech. 


Mr an); Mr. Hodeſon. 
Artabanus, 8 His Generals, Mr. Betterton. 
Aranthes, A Commander, Mr. Scudameore. 


 Memmnon, Artabanus's Lieutenant, Mr. Freeman 
Cleonte:, The King's Creature, Mr. Tbærmond. 
Poer, An impudent Felaw, Mr. Bom. 


Tamira, Wife to Artabanus, Mrs. Barry. 


Maskere, Magi, Soldiers, Se. 
SCENE PERSIA. 
Ry. 
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ACT T.-:: 


-T he SCENE, near Xerxes's Palace. 
Alan. YI Hias 
Aran AVE Patience, brave MHardonins. 
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W D N And when the noble End of Lite 5 


* King wich Shame repuls'd ; 
Our Foes inſulting ; we ftill hopeleſs of Revenge; 
W here 1s there Room for Patience ? 1 
Aran. I am a Soldier, Sir. 
Mar. Then talk like one. | [Weapon ; 
Aran. I wou'd not talk; the Tongne's a Woman's 
While there's a Greek on Earth, wy Arm ſhall ſpeak my 
| Thoughts. „ 
Mar. Why didſt thou mention Patience then ? 
Aran. Becauſe I knew "would anger you. 
J bur oppos'd you, like a rapid Stream, 
To make you foam and row] with double Force, 
Mar. Oer whom? | © of ©7525 
Aran. Fh Athenians! Think on Salamis; © 
In that deep Sea the Perſia Honour funk, = 3 
Tu as there our dazzling Sun, Great Xerxes“ Glory, ſet 
Aar. Confuſion ! f [tor ever, 


= Aran. 


FN 5 My Country's Honour loft; my 


®, 


And let thy Words come torth, as if the Fate 
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Aran Does then the Name of Salamis offend you ? 
Mar. Furies and Hell! Canſt thou be pleas'd to hear it ? 

Aran. Jam To hear it does offend you. 
And now I've rais'd you to my End propos d. 
I've that ſhall keep your brave Reſentment warm. 
Read there the Liſt of our ſurviving Tronps f Giving a 
Which I with utmoſt Care have join'd ; Scroxwl. 
If yet you think it not too late to head em, 4 
'To-morrow's Sun ſhall ſee a General Muſter, 
Where ev'ry Face will ſpeak an Heart reſolv'd ; 


Tis true, they re ſcarce au Handful 


To the Numbers we ſer out with; yet ſtill 
A brave Revenge, Revenge for Glory loſt, 
Is ſuch an animatiag Cauſe, Pe ps 
As moſt inſpire our Arms with double Fury. 2 | 
Mar. Ay, now the Soldier ſpeaks | This Talk becomes 
Methinks the Voice of Fate informs me now, [thee ; 
That proud Themiſtocles ſhall dearly buy bas ww, s 
His boaſted Spoilz of Per à. | 
My Hearc's on Fire ac the reviving Thought, 
And bounds to be in Action. 738 
No more remains, but that we ſeek the drooping King, 
And form him for the vaſt Exploit. | 
Aran. Brave Artabanus is in Search of him; 
*Tis ſaid, on Information that the Enemy 
Had a Deſign to hinder his Retrear, 
He poſted privately to th' Felleſpont ; 
But ere he could arrive, a furious Storm 
Had quite diſpers'd his Bridge of Ships, 
And that Way ſtopt his Paſſage : 
How he eſcap'd, 1 hear not. 


See, Sir, Artabauns comes; 


We probably may learn of him, 
Enter Artabanus ' dejefed. 


N y Lord, you're welcome ! doubly welcome now, but fay, 
How have the Gods diſpos d our Maſter Xerxes ? | 


Har. If thou canſt utter aught, 
That may advance our eager Hope, be bold, 
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. Conceal his Shame, by Heav'n, 


. Firſt of ſo formidable, fo vaſt an Army, 


And when they clos d theirSquadrons, groan'd to bear em. 


 Ev'n by a Handful, at the fam'd Thermopyle, 


X'E'R X'E.S. oY 


Of Greece were lodg'd upon thy Tongue; 

For know, F ſtands wich you reſolv'd 

On brave Revenge, or Death. - 1 
Art. Then welcome Death, for brave Revenge 15 loſt, 

Naar. What! while our Lives are Our? 
Art. Nothing, is ours: Xerxes is no more him lt. 
Mar. I grant Thermopyte and Salamis 8 

Have alfer d him ine, er e T 

But yet he lives, and while he lives there's Hope. 
Art. Far leſs than ev'n his Death cou'd give us: 

Tis true his Body crawls, and drags 

A frantick Being'; his Soul is drown'd in Lethe, 

Inſenſible, and deaf to Glory, or Diſhonour : 

O] were it poſſivle my Silence cou'd 


This loyal Hand ſhou'd ſtop my Tongue for ever. 
Mar. Amazement ſeizes me, relate the Scene 
For my impatient Soul's all Ear to know ͥ⁶ 4 
The worſt-that Fate can threaten. 3 — 1 
Art. Behold him then; this fatal Monarch Xerxes, 2 : 
Late univerſal Maſter of the Earth and Seas: 


* 


That as they mov'd, whole Rivers ſtill were drain'd, 
To quench em on their thirſty March; ö 
Th' oerburden'd Earth grew weary of her Load, 


Aar. By Arms a glorious Hoſt, and wanting nothing 
but an Head. 


Art. And that, alas! grown weak, the noble Body dies; 


(Fam'd indeed to Grecian Glory) 'twas mangled, all | | 
Moft ſhamefully ſubdu'd, and loſt. 5 
Mar. Nothing but a Xerxes cou'd ha' loſt em. 1 
a Art. Behold him yet a ſecond Time, | 
The Maſter of his Fate: A Fleet ſo numercusz 
neir vaſt Proviſion left a raging Famine on 
The neighbouring Coaſts : The ſpactous Ezr:h 
Was ſtript of Men, and Women till'd the Ground: 
Ev'n the wide Element of Air cou'd ſcarce 
Afford 'em Breath to fill their ſwelling Sails: 


AS By 


Sas 


: Fore ſeeing, while 3 it thus beſtrid the Seas, i 


By Heav'n, it ſtrikes my Soul to think 


Let Girls and Lovers weep! A Soldier ſhou'd_ 
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Ne loſt no Battle | | Greece ſtill trembles at his . | 


th +a, 


High- caſtled Elephants, rich gilded Trophies, 


20 ERES. 
By Arms a 1 Body too; invincible. 
To Mortal Thought: But conſtious Heavn 


It muſt in Time have led the Earth in n 
Decreed it Xerxes for the fatal Head, 

And that Way totter'd it io Ruin. 
And now behold che amazing Change.of Greatneſs! N 


This aweful Man, who muſter'd Half the Word 

In Arms, at Salamis ſhould be reduc d 

So low, that ev'n a common Fiſher-Boat, 

Withouzone Slave to wait his Nod, was all 

He cou'd command, to fave hisPerſon in a ſhameful F light, 
Mar. Wer't not for Shame, my Ey es wou'd melt to hear 

The moving Tale: But Tears are too effeminate. No! 


Reſent his Fate: Wh dof thou fold thy Arms, 8 
And, ſighing, ſhake thy Head ? Is there beyond 
This ſhameful Flight, yet more of Shame ? 

For that's the only Pain that galls a Soldier. 

Art. There is, alas! and a ſevere one too his vain, 
Bis proud, (and what the Hiſtory of Menn 
Cou'd never paralle]) his monſtrous Reſolution -.. 
After Flight: He ſays he made th” {thenians Aly ; 


In Arms more fam'd than ever, | 

Ard that the envious World ſhould know : 

And when, amaz'd, 1 urg'd the contrary, 

He turn'd away, and talk'd ro Sycophants, \ 
Who, as I ſpoke, {till ſooth'd his Lethargy: | 
'To ſum the T' ale, i in ſpire of all oppoſing Senſe, 

He has reſolv'd ro enter Pexſia, 

In a ſplendid Triumph; 1 1aw him move 

Amidlt his ſhameful Pageantry, in all, 

Ihe haughty Pride and State of an inſulting 
Conqueror ; Poor Slaves, and Vagabonds are hir'd, 
0 perſonate the ſeeming Capt ives of 

A real Victory; vaſt empty Coffers, 

Suppos'd of Treaſure taken from the Enemy, 


Spoils, 


is, 


X ER X E S. 11 
Spoils, and Armour, Trumpets, and Songs prepare his 
The People ſtare upon the gawdy Show, [Way 
And rend the Skies with echord Welcomes ; | 
While he in folemn Pace ſtalks proudly on, 
And ev'n out-ſwells the Hero of a Theatre. 0 
Aran O vile Diſgrace of Arms! A Triumph! Hell! 
Mar. Impoſſible e ek | 
Art. Then ir can't be true: Would it were not. 
Mar. Gods! No more, I'Il haſte, and ſtop this vile 
Charge his Folly home; my honeſt Tongue, [Proceſſion, 
Ev'n from this Preoipice of tow'ring Pride, 
Shall break his Fall, and catch him back ro Glory. [ Ex. 
Art. Vet ſtay, my Lord, this Raſhneſs may be fatal; 
"Tis Madneſs to oppoſe the Mad, (for fo _ 
Indeed you'll find him) let this Fit of. his 


Wild Frenzy paſs; (I'm ſure 't muſt have an Interval) 


Let's take him in his cooler Thoughts; oe 


| To-morrow were a fitter Time. Iten. 


Mar YN ou have inſtructed me: Tis well! To-morrow 
Aran. What if we mingled with the Crowd, to ſee 
him paſs? 3 
Art. I think twere well to obſerve his Actions, 

That we know to chide him. | els 

Mar. Do you your Pleaſure : 15 

For me, I dare not truſt my Temper. | 5 

I know 'twould burſt, and ruin all: Farewel. [Ex. Mar, 
Art. Hark, the Trumpets ſpeak him near at Haud 


And ſee the Pageantry appears ! [They ſtand apart. 


Enter Cleontes, and a Poet preparing the 77 ay, and ordering ; 
| the Chorus for the Triumpbal Song. 8 5 


Aran What are theſe? 105 los | 
Art. The ſame I told you were ſo buſy with the King, 
While T exclaim'd againſt this mad Solemnity : 


That cringing Spark, now the rough War is done, 
Has purchas'd a Commiſſion in the ſtanding Guard: 
The other is a Mungril Poet, | 


That never wrote a Verſe he did not like, fdamn'd. 
Nor e'er lik'd any more, than thoſe the World nad 
A 6 


The 
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is  VUENEAES 
Phe Vulgar with his Madrigals are cau 
Exceſſive Impudence thruſts him into t 6 Court ; 
And there they laugh to hear him praiſe himſelf. 
Aran. Him I — to be the Orderer of this Day 


t by th! Ears 


Fooler 
W hat a Chorus too: We ſhall be entertain d anon! 
Art. Peace, let's obſerve em. They ſtand apart. 


Cleo. O Glorious Day! Were ever ſeen Fuch vrawds 
Of pleas'd Spectators ! 5 11 

Poet. Ah, happy People happ Xerves | ö 
Now we ſhall turn the Glaſs of | Tame, 
And make it run the Golden Age again. 

Cleo, Now Merit will have Leave to ſhew her Head, 
All Arts and Induſtry, the Heav 'n-born Gift | 
Of Poetry ſhall flouriſh, | 
And Menu of Wit, like you, ſhall be rewarded : 
Believe me, Sir, you grace the Laurel, 

Great Xerxes did it Honour, when he plac'd it there. 
Poet. I think ſo. 

Cleo. You'll be the Envy. of Parnaſſus. 

Poet. 1 always was, Sir: For d'ye obſerve me, 
| While other Feols were drudging, to acquire 
A Name by the Patherick, and the dull Sublime: 
I, unthought of, o'er a Bottle, would now and then 
Surprize them with my Madrigals, my Songs, 

_ My Whims, and Knick-Knacks, 

_ Carry'd the Vogue of Town and Court before me; ; 
 Whipr off the Laurel from deſpairing Brows, 
And by the Hand of Merit fix'd it on my own, 
Cleo. Were it not Time the Pæon ſhould be ſung? 
We're juſt upon the Palace. 

Poet. Yes, Sir, it ſhall be ſung, and gloriouſly, 
When I give the Word: I love to have em 
Wait a little, it makes em take 
The more Notice of me Now ſound, ye Slaves! 
That all the World may hear my Words. 

Cs. Prepare, the King approaches, 


Chorus. Welcome, Hero, from the Toils of Mar! 


The unwilling Gods, thoſe buſy Rivals 


XERXES 15 
| 5 Da Ne 2 2 9211 
The CHORUS Nh bung on each Side the Stage, - 


© hs dom. — 


. Enter Loyalty, Love, Peace, and Plenty. | 


After a Martial Symphony, Loyalty ng. 

Loyalty. TD Repare, bleft Sons of Art, prepare 

£ | P To raiſe all than ng Voice of ll ar- 

Sing, ſing, and found the Hero's Fame, 

| Let Wwarlike Notes, bis warlike Deeds proclaim. |, 
Chorus. Sing, ſing, &c. ret þ 43. 

Loyalty. Now ceaſe the Noiſe, and while we meet him, 

Let Love and ſofter Joys make haſte to greet him. 

j Loves advances) ' - 191% 
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Love. Welcome, Hero, from the Toils of War ! 


Welcome ] as Reſt to Pains and Care: 
| Welcome! as kind returning Day, 
To Souls that doxe the Night ac-ay . 
elcome ] as Hope to Lovers in Deſpair. a 
Pack and Pl ZNT Y come forward. 
Peace and bor 1. ſee ! what ſofter Bleſſings wait 
Plenty. \ The happy Triumph of the Great: 
Peace and Plenty ny before bim 
Peace and Plenty make Mankind adore bim; 
Peace and Plenty tune his Soul to Love, 
And give below, a T, aſte of Joys above. 


F WET RR”: 
Give him on Earth, ye Po ri, Jong Life and Peace, 
And after Death, immortal Bliſ. 

N The Song ended. 

Enter Trumpets ſounding, 4 Train of Captive Kings and 
Princes, Women, and Children, ſeveral Nobles bearing 
Palms, Soldiers with Spoils and Trophies: Then Rerxes 

_ advances from the farther End of the Stage. | 


Xey. Thus, in deſpite of their reſiſting Fate, 


14 X ERX ES. 
In my rifi ing Glory, are forc'd. 
With ſullen Envy to hehold my y Triogphs< Uh. 
Look from your Cry tal Batclements ! lool down, 
1 Pow'rs amaz d, to view a Soul unſhaken 
| theſe baffled Storms of Chance! A Soul! 
* dares reſolye to bear your. utmoſt Wrougs Eu 
And grapple with oppos'd: Omnipoce ENCE. 
Cleo. Thou Deity ador'd ! Immortal Xerxes, hail ? ! 
'To Thee are held” the. lifred Hands of Perfa, 3 
| \ When War or Tumult wou'd moleſt her y nat 3 
N | To Thee ſhe bends her Knee, in humble ratitude 
3 For Foes ſubdu'd : 
1 Let every Head bow down, and kiſs the Earth | 
AF 


That bears him to our View: Soldiers and "rep 
Us © _ Virgins and Lovers! All without Diſtin&tion kneel | 
+ Yet lower, proſtrate as the Veil of Night, 
3-3 That wraps the Globe in Darkneſs. Down! bow 3 
$1 And kiſs the Earth with Adoration, 


F? { All fall upon their Faces, but Mardonius and Aranthes, 
ES . -- . evho ſtand unſeen. 
$Y | Art. O Shame to Glory! 7 be Sun ears 
1 Aran. Incredible Stupidity 3 Aſide. 15 0 2 
TY Xer. Now by my yet rides Joys of wer 
This looks a God Kis! 
For ſee ! the dazzled Sun contracts 
His Golden Beams, he hides his Face and blues 
To behold a Rival Power above him. 
Art. Gods! how his drunken Fancy ſwells him [Aſide. 
Xer. Ha! what means this ſudden Face of Death! 
How fell theſe ny; s of, proſtrate Bodies ? 
O ſpleenful Fate ! they're dead ! malicious Planet ! 
Am " left alone to rule, the Monarch 
Of an unpeopled World — Tis well, ye Pow” rs, 
Your dire Decrees ſhall be obey" d! Up! Up! 
From your fleepy Graves! Riſe all! revive and take 
New Life, from Power to give it. 
Aran. Rang Ehensy * Aide. 


45 n Bier 


XBRXBS. u 


Eee 4 Meſſenger. 


Ale Dread Sir, the Reverend Magi 25 at Hand, 
And come with pious Joy, to gratulate your Ti- 
Aer. L* en Geuee ca. and we Nez e their Zeal. 
sf} 26. a4 
1 the Magi. Al ic DEA 
1 Mag Long live victorious nn 1 
Thou * Commiſſioner of Fate, in whom 
Th' All-knowing Gods repoſe the Care and Buſt * 
Of the World below: From thee, Mankind receives 
Its Happineſs ſo faſt, our Prayers to Heav'n 


Are fill bur Thanks, for Benefits enjoy'd. 


2 Mag. Thou Sacred Head! inſtruct us to be grateful 


Both to the Gods, and Thee: What Heemombs 


Are due for this auſpicious Day * 

How ſhall we thank the ever glorious Sun, 

For ſuch a King? What Vows? What Gfterings to too 
Are due to Neptune? 


Who through the dangerous Seas, 


Has thus return'd Thee ſafe to Perſia ? 
O ſay : Where ſhall we find our Victims 
Worthy of their Altars :. 

Rer. How now ! Priefthood ? Is this the Way, 
Your ee Piety wou'd ſooth an injur'd King ? 
Have not thoſe Pow'rs, alarm'd by Sea and Land, 
Oppos'd my ſpreading Glory? Am I nor 
Xerxes till, and muſt at laſt ignobly ſue 
For Peace, by a precarious Sacrifice ? 

Yes, Slaves, FIFfeaft your Gods ador'd ; 


| They ſhall have Offerings, Prieſts !- they Kan! 3 


Th' injurious, Sun, the Seas and Wind that ſaw, 

That ſunk and ſcatter d my fupendious Navy, 

Shall feel the Vengeance of a rouzing Deity. 3 
Give Order that the Wind receive three hundred Laſhes, 
Let fleeting Æolus be whip'd from Pole to Pole, 


Then drive him to ſome hollow Cell confin'd, and tell 


The roaring God, his Maſter Xerxes is reveng 41 Tven! 
Aas. Oi — Thought! avert this Madneſs, Hea- 
Aer. How 


6 2141 


Xer. How now! What would your grave Devotion 
Away, draw out an able Band of Archers, [ſtartle me! 
Mount 'em on the Battlements of yon I6fry Tower, 
And let 'em ſhoot a thouſand Arrows ꝑainſt the Sun. 

2 Mag. O 'Blaſphemy ! oo 0 ot 3s, 

Xer. As many Chains be thrown into the Sea, 


And bind the blue-hair'd Neptune to a Rock! 


Prepare a hundred Bars of vaſt hot glaring Iron,, 
Then plunge them hiſſing doonn 
Into the burning Bowels of the Deep; 
And while his ſcalding Billows boil and foam 

Wich raging Torture; | r 
There let him rave, and daſh his batter'd Limbs, - _ 


; | "4 
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Like a deſpairing-Slave for ever. 


Away! take all the Wings of ſwift Revenge, 
And ſee my Will perform'd ! Now Prieſts?s 
Are theſe fit Offerings for your mighty Powers ? 
] cou'd not ftay to ſend em with your azy-Prayers 
ToHeav'n, your wanton Thoughts have dipt their Wings 


Too deep, in Pleaſures of the Earth, to let 'em mount 


high. 6 


| Where's all their idle Bolus, their brandiſh'd Light'ning 


To blaſt the Man that dares oppoſe 'em 2. Tnow, 
2 Mag. While frantick Paſſions talk ſo wild and loud, 

The, Voice of Reaſon is of little Force: | 

But ſtill remember, King, . 

Tho' while you live, the Gods retard your Doom, 

Yet after Death, a ſure Revenge will come. Fcome, 
Xer. Away ! ye ſenſeleſs Dreamers of the World to 

Who dare pretend to fright Mankind with Tales, 

Of what ſhall happen after Death: | 

But yet can give us no Account of what 

The Soul endur'd, before ir put on Fleſh | 


Hence from my gt and Thoughts for ever ! 
1 


Begone, ye expenſive Lumber of the World! [Ex. Magi. 
? ö f L Shout at a Diſtance. 
Cleo. Behold, great Sir! a thouſand skilful Archers, 
From yon high ſpacious Tower, 
Aloud proclaiming War againſt the Sun: 


They 
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They brace their ſtubborn Bows, and loox 
Reſolv'd, to make their Arrows reach him: 
er. By foe S there! Ha! what means this 
Tlailiuig Storm? tart hut» 


By all my Power unfhaken, my Foes above are ſtartl'd 

At my daring Fury; I'll ſtand and vi —- 
The God- like War? See! how the fleet Winds [ Louder. 
Are poſted to the Sun, with Tidings of 
Impending Danger! Hark ! the dreadful News 

Is told, in Peals of burſting Thunder! ha! „ 

By Arms the noble Charge is given! ¶ The Hage is dar ten d. 
For fee t th' alarm'd God retires! 8 


* — . * 


He dares not climb the Skies, he reins his fiery Steeds! | 


He (tops! he turns em back, and raities down [Lebt ning. 


The Eaſtern Hill of Heav'n! See! ſee! [ Falling. 


How the foaming Courſes flounce and rare, , __ 
And daſh the ſpangled Skies behind em! [LA Shower of 
Now, by my own immortal Soul, ll mount | 
Tie burning Car myſelf. I'll have it drawn 
By flow-pac'd Elephants, and every gladfome Day 
Shall ſhine a Lear: | 3 
New Order, new Seaſons ſhall be born 
Ev'n trom the Womb of this ſtupend ious Darkneſs, 
New Nature ſhall arite, and bleis the World 
With one eternal Spfing !' [The Sky is cleared. 
Cleo. Ha ! the Sun appears again! I'll humour his Ex- 
See, ſacred Sir, tis done! Behold ” [rravagance. 
A new-born Light adorns the Skies, 
And ſeems t applaud your vaſt creating Thought. 
Ker. Ha! *cis ſo the harraſs'd Gods are weary of the 
Why, ler 'em reſt, and now alone - , [Fray 
The Buſineſs of che Earth ſhall fill my Thoughts 
Draw near, ye Royal Captives of my terreſtrial War, 
And liſten to pronouncing Fate! No longer now. 
The Chains of Victory, ſhall gall your valiant Minds; 
Your future Bonds ſhall all be Lover: 
For ever now be free! be ſafe  Xerxes 4 r: 
Is no more your FU 7 ! tbo winged yhnt 


No more the Toils of War ſhall ack my Slumbers, © 
The Luſt of Conqueſt ſhall inflame me now no more, 


Nor 


(Thunder. 


Rain. 
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Nor Fate ſhall dare to croſs my Will, which thus 
Reſolyes to give Mankind a general Peace, The Captives 
And rowl the wanton Globe in Pleaſure, are unbound, 
And now to ſpread my Reſolution through & and tbe Peo- 
: an ea 1 2 48 
JN b 
ja Of Luxury, Rewards unlimitted, | 
F The Earth and Sea, ſhall throw their Treaſure up 
=—_ To make him Happy | ATR 
_ = Let young-fledg'd Heroes court the Noiſe of War, 
And ftarve their Pleaſures, but to feed their Care: 
| Her fond Ambition's Wing Kill ſcorn to reſt, 
Still ſoar to Prey, withous Deſire to taſte : |, 


For me, more ſolid Bliſs my Days ſhall crown, 
ll taſte the Pleaſures which my Arms have won. 
Eternal Springs of Love, and guſtful Joy ( Celoy. 
Shall feed my raviſh'd Senſe, without the Power to 


e 
Wee 446 


Ar n 
The SCENE, KXerxes's Palace, 


Enter Cleontes and the Poet. g 
ob Fortune riſes, Sir, your Muſe has 
. charm'd the King; | 

After the Banquet, he intends to ſee 
The Mask perform'd: But what's a 

SAYS fairer Demonſtration 

Of his Favour, I am commanded to entruſt you 
With his ſecret Love——He much relies on yu. 
Poet. Poſſible! O ye Gods a Pimp! © ©  [4feae. 
Then my Prayers are heard! The Devil's in't 

If I dont thrive noc); | 

Her Name, dear Sir? 


Her 
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Her Name and Quality: III melt her down _ 
With a Diſtich: She hall be both to Noftures 


Her Name, Sir: 


Cleo. Her Name is Hrtus, Sir. [does ſhe 2 

Poet. Virine J. She dar not belong to the Court, Sir, 

Cleo. That muſt be our Care to find out: Tou know: 
The King reſolves 0 taſte no common Pleafares ; 7 


His Fancy therefore leads him to enjoy 


A marry'd Beauty, of untainted Virtue ; 

One that dares defend her Honour, 

Againſt the utmoſt Storms of Fortune: 

W hom neither Threats, or Bribes of Power can . 

Nor all the ſubtle Arts of rauen e -; 
Poet. Look! you (not that I believe we ſhall) but 

Suppoſe we ſhould find ſuch a Lady? Pray, , , 

What would his Majeſty, do wich her? [Virtue, 
Cleo. Hed fark oe alt his Arts and Power to bend * 

And if he found it yield, deſpiſe her; 


| - Bur if ſhe Rood his Love unmov'd, | 573.4 


Then Force ſhould give him a Delight, 


Which her Conſent would run. 
Poet. O ho. then it ſeems, his Majeſty 4 1 1. 


Only have a Slaſh at her Virtue! Very Good! 


A err d Lady, you ſay, that won't 'Cockold 5 

Her Husband for fave or Money! Why nom, 

After all, that muſt be a very odd v7 

Humour in a Woman ! 3 
Cleo. Vet ſuch a one tbere ma ay be found, Si. 

You know the Fair and Fam'd amira, 1 

1 my 2 Noble Artabanus.: 

c King, before her Marriage, was in Love 1 
And often made Attempts u 5 her Honour: m_ . 
But meeting ſtill ſevere Repulſes, 

Offer'd her at laſt his Crown, and ev'n that, 

She with the ſame Indifference rejected. | 
The General on this was baniſh” Py ſhe follow'd him, 
And to the Hazard of her Life, embrac d his Fortune. 
The King at laſt, WA Apleney, Gur r'd his Lore; 

And 2 Soldiers for the War with Greece, __ 
Call'd Artabanus home, Fee him to my 


Thy, 


% 
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N And gave Tamira to his Arms: But he 
Remembers now afreſh, her former Cruelty; 3 

ö And reſolutely vows to ſatisfy | 

0 His old Revenge, and the Remains of Love. 


Poet. A Satisfaction for the Gods above: 
But hark you, Sir! Are you ſure tis Hrtabanus «Wife 
Cleo. The ſame © I mention'd ſeveral, ln 
But moſt the King inclines to her. 211 .. Chim \ 
Poet. By Fove, we'Il dub his Lordhip then! we'll dub 
: Now my Revenge is perfect: He gave me 
* Nothing for my laſt Dedication. CAfide. 
| Cleo. I gueſs the King expects her at the Mask. 
But ſee our General, and Artabanus with him, 
I like 'em not, they're Enemies to you and me. 
Poet Oh! ler me alone with em! 
You ſay the King has poſitively | TY 
Commanded none ſhall paſs his Preſence arm nd * 
| Cleo. He has I'll retire, and inform him 
133 They are here, while you demand their Swords. 


„ 
. 
: 
? 
: 
1 
4 
(+ 
7 


„ . We 57" , % 


A Mardonius, Artabams, and Aranthes, 


£ 


Mar. What mean theſe double Guards | oh #, 
Poet. Sate ry, Sir, Safety 80 5 
Mar. What art thou?“ „ 3 \ 1 1 | 

Poet. I am a Wit. = 
Art. I'll not take your Word, Sir. | [keep 1. 
13 Aran. O'were Charity, my Lord, fs! he can't 
| , Poet. Vil write no re Dedications, my Lordi! 
E 1 Art "Tis well reſolve 'Twere Inſolence. 
To libel Men of Honour: For what wer' t elſe, 5 
= To tell the World they like a Muſe, 2am 
Which as before the M. orld had damn'd. e 
Poet. Your Lordſhip's Picture was not ill aw before 
Art. Twas every where nnlike me; 
Thou drew'ſt my Honours all o'er white, ' 
Without one Touch of Shade to dein i it: 
It look'd to me a flat inſipid Nothing. 
Poet. The very Image of your Lordfhip' $ INE 
Art. "Tis a vain Pride, not Gratirude, rewards 15 
The Undeſerving; to encourage thee, 


9 


Were 


XERXES 2 
Were an Affront to real Merit. „ 
To the Preſence on my, Lord ! — _ 
Poet. You muſt leave your Sword, Sir. 
Mar Who demands ft'r OO 
Poet. Your humble Servant, Sir. 
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Har. Here, take it, Slave! | [Preſenting the Point. Bip 

| Poet. Wanke by the wrong Handle, I beſeech you, i 
- ; ir. Ca #1 Z Kul 1 2 ti BY * 15 1 

| Mar. The Meaning of this Inſolence! Y ou „Sentlemen, +] ' 
| Es ic the King's Command F . 1 
| Guard. My Lord, it is. | | " = 4 

Art. Tis likely, diſpute it not, my Lord! There. 

Gentlemen [They give their Swords. 1 

Mar. Gods! Thar a Man fo great in Arms, - 1 

Should ever know the Guilt of Fear! Sce where he comes 3 {1 

Amidſt his Court of Women now! O ſhameful Change. 4 11 

5 


Enter Xerxes, follow'd by a Train of Ladies, Cleontes in 
Diſcourſe with him. Tamira among ſt them. | 
Xer. Did you ſee her, ſay you? 
| Cleo. She follows in the Train, my Lord. 
1 Ker. Let her be near us at the Mask: I woud. 
Appear a gentle Lover firſt, and try 
1 " The Force of Paſſion, and Heart- wounding Eloquence.. , 
| I know, tho” real, they would plead in vain, 
But that *cis heightens my Delight: For when 
| She thinks the Lamb-like Lover dy ing. 
In the vain Purſuit, the bounding Lyon then; 
4 Shall ſtart, and drag th” unwilling Prey, 

Aran. Health to your Majeſty. 1 53 
Aer. Aranthes, welcome! welcome, Aranibes ! 
Valiant Mardonius, welcome!! 1 5 

Mar, I never durſt be a Coward, Sir, But now, 
Methinks, you ſhould not know me for Mardonius. 

I us'd to wear a Sword | | 
Aer. O! *"twere needleſs, unleſs you had Enemies. 

Mar. There ſtill are Grecians. living, Sir. 

Aer. And they were born to live. 5 

Mar. Ves, and conquer too ! Your Pardon, Sir; 
T love em not, tho they deſerve my Love. 
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He loves her, after four Years Enjoyment! 


—— 


Ver. Ha 


5 Tike Kin ng. 
Art. Take heed, my Lord; N Jour? Words have mod 


Mar. Then do yours fo 
Temper. 

Xer. LAſide.] fili gad a fitter Time to ſilence him. 

Such Men are hateful, and will oppoſe my Pleaſures. 


n him. For I want 


Art. We warm to intreat a n Hour with your: 


| Yer. The 24 at preſent is diſpos'd to Mirth | 


And Pleaſure : After the Mask, I'm yours. 


Aran. We'll attend your Majeſty. 

Xer. Your Entertainment ſhall be ſoft | 
And Pg; what the Muſick wants, may be 
Supply'd in Love: But that's a Feaſt, my 1 [To Art, 
You never ſeek Abroad, that are ſo ſure 
A welcome Gueſt at Home. 5 

Art. I owe that Bleſſing, Sir, to your 1 
And ſee, ſhe's here ! Your Majeſty will pardon me. 

Xer. "Tis your Duty, Sir: By Heav'n 3 5 goes to 


Tam. 
Had ſhe been mine, e'er this, I'd loath'd | 
The Sight of her Not but ſhe's fairer than the 
Beams of Da 
Softer than a Lover"s E 0 — 
| an Inſolence. 
Lam. [To Art.] I hope you're not diſpleas'd, my Lord. 
Art. No t But what was it brought you hither ? | 
Tam. Indeed the Hopes of ſeeing you. 
Art. D'ye not fear the King ſhould gaze upon you ? 
Tam. It you fear it, I'll retire. 


Art. „N tw ould be obſerv'd : Bur yet beyare of 
im. 


He often dwells upon your! Praife of late. 


Tam. Indeed I'm ſorry, if it troubles you, 
Elſe could hear it with Indifference. 

Fey. Come, Sirs, our Entertainment waits us. 
Artabanus ! You'll truſt me near your Lady. 
Art. That Truſt will be her Protection, Sir. 

Aer. the. Mak. 


*. 4 * ? Whit ; 
ils 


r 
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ile a Symphony is playing, Luxury ariſes fleeping on a 
6 Er, Rofes, and Mercury emers to him. 


Nercuxy. Awake, ſoft Luxury, awake, 


be ſmiling Gods befriend thee, 
: And e here attend thes; 
i Now feaſt thy Senſes, and receive 
* _ . The ſweeteſt Joy, the Gods can give. 
N ETE: 


The Scene drawing, diſcovers ſeveral Deities, attended by - 
their — Pla ures: Cupid advances. 
upid. With me, theſe Rival Gods contend, 
And each aſſerts his Power to bleſs ; 

Thy Voice alone the Strife muſt end, 

Who Rknday'ft all Pleaſures in Exceſs + 
And wanton Capid comes to prove, * © 
Life has no Foy like laxvleſs Love. 
uxury. What kind Reward ſhall I receive 


rom thene, 50 whom my Lare I gie * 
upid. | That thou unbrib'd mayſt give thy Voice; 
nal Preedom' to poſſeſs thy Choice. = 
Mars advances to a Warlike Symphony. 
Mars. Sound ] found! the Trumpet ſound, 

3 be rigs Soul glare 4 [crown 
Te fights |— hey fly and now: with ( 1 
I hat God can wk a nobler Charm ? re 
uxury. No more! no more! Ah\throw thy Arms aavay + 

For with em Love ſhall ſport and play; 
T he Trumpet now ſhali fofter ſound, 
And ſwell, and cuetp, and gently <vound.. 
 Hymen. deſcends. | 
ymen. If ſofter Love can make thee blefl, 
42 Bliſs in Marriage is poſes. — 
2 Indiſfervnre inter rupts him. 
If, Away! away! mo Life ran le 
Like that, Mankind enjoys immer 
| | Indifference 


* 


. e — — * 
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Indifference is the happieſt State, 
- -. On <ubich no Care or Sorrows wait; 
Nothing bating, nought admiring, 
Never wanting, ne er requiring; 
Never pining for Poſſeſſion,  _ 
Nor yet ſlighting kind Occaſion 
Joey is welcome ſtill to chear me, 
row never ſhall come near me. 
Mar. and In. [54 peaceful Joys can make thee bleſs, 
together. In him, or me, they are poſſeſt. 
Luxury. Begone ] dull Pair, I cannot take, 
Or grant a Joy in either 
Be chain'd for ever Back to Back, 
ES And wander thro the World together. 
Chorus. Begone ] dull Pair, be cannot take, &c. 


The Pleaſures bind Marriage and Indifference together, and 
drive them off the Stage: Then Venus advances. 
Venus. Would you know the ſeweeteſt Joys, _ 
. Which Virtue wiſely keeps from Fools; 
Then fteal a Miſtreſs, break ail W 
phat would confine your Love to Rules. 
From Vulcan fare d to hide my Charms, 
I modeſt ftill, and cold muſt prove e 


. But, ab] when in my Warriour's Arme, 


© IT live! and give a Looſe to Love. 
Lux. and 7 All other Loves but faintly taſte, 
Venus. {Gr ftill 3 fiy too faſt : 
3 But the Lover, 
Vll diſcover, 
| Changing, 
: IKE ging, wa” 
*... Makes the Bliſs for ever laſt. 
Luxury. True Joy is now reveal d, | 
Come; Pleaſures, dance and play, 
A All] is Venus yield, 
Fair Venus wins the Day. 
pile the Pleaſures dance, the four laſt Lines are repeated 
mn Grand Chorus. After which the Company riſes. 


Aer. 


ated 
Aer 


Old Men, I find, can be content to dream 


During the Mask t 


If they were ill, he ne'er would utter em: 


Xer. Now, my Lords, what think you of theſe ſofcer 
Pleaſures ? 3 | 

Is not a peaceful Court, adorn'd with Beauties, 

Far beyond the Proſpect of a duſty Camp? 

Shew me an Army now, that dares reſiſt em; : 

That cou'd, unconquer'd, view their Charms! [Ladies ! 
Mar. I cou'd ha' ſhewn you one, Sir; your Pardon, 
Xer. What! They were valiant old Soldiers! 
lar. No! young and luſty, in their Prime of Years 

and Health ; | EN 

1 dare allow the Ladies each to conquer ſeven Men, 

But ſeven hundred thouſand wou'd have held em to'c, 
Xey. You are allow'd this Liberty, my Lord, 

Your Years excuſe you. 5 
Aar. I ha' loſt no Taſte of Manly Pleaſures. 
Xer. How did the Muſick take you? 

Har. Tho! it were looſe, I cou'd ha' lik'dit 

In a proper Seaſon ; to me cwas harſh 

And out of Time: When I have nothing elſe 


To do—— Ill have a Miſtreſs, and a Lute. 


Xer. Why, what have Men to do on Earth, 
Bur po indulge their Appetites? How ſhou'd 
We ftop the ſwift Career of Time, unleſs PS 
We load him well with Pleaſures cer he flies away? 
Of Happineſs : Away! Some Fruic and ſprighily Wines! 
Conduct the Ladies 5 the Grove of J 12 
And grew the beſt Perfumes of Nature as they paſs. 
Your Ear, Arantbes. [The Courtiers conduct the Ladies. 


ol 


am. to Art. r my Love, excuſe me ! I dare not 
e King let fall [follow em; 
Some wanton Words, that trouble and offend me; : 
Forgive this Fault, I'll ne'er be ſeen at Court again. 
Art. This Prudence has oblig'd me: farewel. [ Ex. Ta. 
Aer. to Aran. Nor cer in common Talk ſpeak ſlightly 
of my Triumph? 


Aran. My Royal Lord, his private Thoughts I know 


I have indeed obſery'd him thoughtful when ne , 


Ye ſpeak of you, and he has ſought 
1 B This 


This Opportunity to tell 
_ Your Majeſty the Cauſe, 


And they brook no Delay. 


| Fer we can gain Admittance to your Sight, 
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Aer. I can ill ſpare it now, my Pleaſures wait, 
Aran. Beſeech your Majeſty but a Moment. 

Aer. A Moment ! Tis an Age! Let him be ſhort. 
Too plain I read his ſullen Thoughts; 


He takes an ill Time to thwart me Ad. 


Let him beware my ſleeping Will, 

For if it wakes diſturb'd, it may be fatal. 

Now, Sir, your Grievances! | 
Mar. Are they not written in my Face? 
Xer. I read nothing there but Age, 

And that indeed's a Grievance 
Mar. Sir, you love me not! 
Aer. Go on! have you any more? 
Mar. Gods! 
Jer. Speak lower. i 
Art. Forbear, my Lord, you'll ruin all! [ Paſſion. 
Mar. Speak thou then, that can be Maſter of your 
Art. My Royal Lord, may I intreat Permiſſion, 


| I wou'd unload that Grief, which heavily 


Has brought us to the Court. | | 

_ . Fey, You have our Leave, the reſt be ſilent, a 

Till I commiſſion em to anſwer. 
Aran. I ſubmit. f 
Mar. VII do my beſt. 
Art. Then thus, my Lord, 

We grieve to think your late expenfive_ Triumph, 

Was not worth the Sums it coſt you: That all 

Your Trophies, Spoils, and Treaſure ten from Greece, 

Are now thrown by for Lumber : | 

That ev'n your Royal Captives, led in Golden Chains, 3 


Were abject Slaves before they wore em: 


That a benumbing Lethargy has ſeir?d your Soul, 
And ſunk your Glory in Unmanly Pleafures : 


That Women, Flartterers, and tervile Poets, are 


Your only Favourites now: That we, 
Whoſe Loyal Swords have ever been your Guard, 


Arc 


XE RX ES. "wo 
Are forc'd to give em up to baſe-born Slaves, | 
Leſt we ſhou'd ſheath em in your jealous Heart, 

We grieve that your ſurviving Soldiers are 

So little known, the many thouſands 

in your Service dead, fo ſoon forgotten. 

Xer. Proceed. 1 : 

Art. You may remember, Sir, | 
In your Proſperity of Arms, when once | 
You drew your hardy Millions up, and ſaw , 
Th' amazing Space of World was taken, | 
To contain their Numbers, FI 
You then bedew'd your Cheeks with Tears, to ſee 
So many gallant Souls in perfect Health, 

Which you was ſure, in one ſhort Age of Man, 

Th' inevitable Throat of Death muſt ſwallow. 

If then fo late, becauſe a certain End | 

Cou'd move your Soul ſo far, what Floods of Grief, 

What raving Madneſs ſhou'd poſſeſs 7 
When you reflect, that they were ali devour'd 

At a Meal; | 

One fatal Battle flew em for the Tyrant's Feaſt, 
And for his Table ſpread the Earth with Slaughter. 
By Heav'n, our Foes report, they are aſhamd [Lofles : 

* have conquer d Men, that can ſo tamely bear their 
Others, leſs infulcing, ſay, (and that indeed does wound us) 
That we ftand ready all, and raving for Revenge, 

= Burt want an animating King to lead us. 

Mar. Nay, Sir! they talk yet worſe than this 

Aer. Tis not yet your Time to ſpeak. * 

Mar. Would it were ! I ba done. 

Aer. Have you any more ? 
Art. No more, my Lord, but that ; 
You wou'd believe my Words, the Dictates of 
Loyal Heart, that bleeds to ſerve you. 

Jer. Arantbet, you! 
Aran. My Lord, my Griefs are told by Artabanus. 
Aer. Now, Sir, you have Leave. 
Mar. T am unarted, Sir, in any Grace of Speech 
lain and honeſt, 


OqQUENCE 3 


ces 


To ſtir the Soul ! My Words are 
Too ſhort to hide a Crime with E 
Arc 8 3: 
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I'm downright angry, where-c'er I ſee | 
The Face of Shame: Ye Gods ! had I but ta'en 
The Cue thave ſpoke the half what he has utter'd, | 
Ye had appear'd a—I want a Name to call a King by : 
Bur come, Sir, I'Il return the Mufick you have givn; 
I've yer a Tongue will better ſpeak — I 
My Thoughts; a Voice, that once cou'd warm you faſter 
Than a ſilken Miſtreſs, and was perhaps, N 
As loth to let you fleep a Nighis. | 
Aer. Where is this powerful Orator ! Let's hear him! 
Mar. Bid the Trumpets enter, | 
Aran. Now you ſtrike him home, my Lord. 
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Mar. Here! here's the harmonious Tongue ſhall plead 
my Cauſe, | 


And rouze your ſtartling Soul to Glory! Sound a Charge. 
Ast. Let hold! by Heav'n I plaud my Fellow-Soldier's 


n E Heat | | [ Embracing Mar. 
_ And ſee, my Lord! what hardy Squardrons join to back 
= EE im 8 . [ Looks out. 
Fi Look! how they move! what a Martial Grace and Order 
FE Gods! Victorious 'Terror's in their Eyes, and now 


| Syppoſe within a well-pirch'd Field, 
4 = 'The ſwelling Foc, advancing to our formoſt Ranks, 
1 | We fix our choſen Ground, and ſtand impatient 
To reccive*em! the neighing Steeds too foam and champ, 
And tear the karch, and ſhew a noble Luſt of War! 
And ſec they come |! the glowing Soldiers ſhout ; - 
The Signal's given, and Death in ghaſtly Wounds 
Deals yarious Fate around him ST EY 
While claſhing Armour, Spears, and rattling Shields, 
Drums, Fifes, and Trumpets, (Glorious Horror!) 
With their ſtupendious Clangor crack the Skies 
Now ftretch th' alarming Voice of War! Sound til! 
% From your ſwoln Veins, the ſpringing Blood guſh forth 
. Imagine now, the eager Arms of Victory | 5 
| Extending to embrace us ! found 1 as if 
The Glorious Scene were here in real Action! 


Sound | 
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Sound ! and wake the Ghoſt of this departed Hero 
Aran. O Glorious Harmony! [They found a Charge 
Art. O powerful Charm 33 
Mar. By Arms, it ſets my glowing Veins on Fire! 
I burn! m _ rave with Fury for the War! 
Away, to Horſe! to Arms! why ſtand: you, Sir, unmov'd, 
As if a low=born Fear had fix d you here inanimate 
Can you be deaf, when great Revenge and Honour call? 
Are there ſuch Charms in a deteſted Sloth and Eaſe? 
Gods, where have you Tameneſs left, to ſtand thus long 
Suſpe&ed not to dare ? Sound a freſh Alarm, 
And let the Martial Din ungrave the Dead 
To rouze him) 
Xer. On Forfeit of your Lives, forbear your Inſolence 
Audacious Traitor ! thus to brand | 
My hallow'd Pleaſures, with the Name 
Of flothful Eaſe and Fear! Ill have thee think, 
Unknowing Slave! that nothing in itſelf 
Is Good or Ill, but as it pleaſes me. 
Mar. I ſay no. There will be Shame in Cowardice, 
Iho' Xerxes were a Soldier! 8 | 
Aer. Ha! 310 | . (hears you. 
Aran. Forbear, my Lord, conſider tis your King that 
Mar. I ha' no King; 'tis Merit, not a Crown, 5 
That makes a King: When Pride and Sloch debaſe 
The Soul of Majeſty, the Crown's a Toy, 
No more in Worth than what it weighs in Gold: 
I ſcorn a King, whoſe Robes can only ſpeak him Royal. 
Fer. Witneſs, ye Gods, how loth I am to wake | 
And cruſh this Slave, who, like a crawling Inſect, dares 
Diſturb the ſleeping Lyon | g 
Mar. A Lyon : | 
By Heav'n I've ſeen a Hare, a Woman's Courage, 
Dare beyond thee ; the Martial Artemiſia, | 
W hole aiding Arm in Fight, ſupporced and diſgrac'd. 
Phe Warlike Woman ſhew'd a Manly Rage: thee 
[ he Courcly King, a Woman's Trembling Fear : : 
Ever wer't thou laſt in Battle, formoſt | 
In the Flight, humble in Danger, and when 
Ihe Danger's paſt, inſulting ! 31 5 
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Aer. Seize the Traitor! hence! and bear him to 2 

There let the ſurly Lyon growl, and champ [Dungeon ! 

His galling Chains in vain ! Fll try him in the Den; 

Hard Fare, perhaps, Darkneſs and Gives may tame him. 
Mar. A Dungeon! Now by the Power of Arms, 
EE co 2n1& 07 21407 67 Sk 

The only Place, an honeſt Man can bear in Pera! 

Thou poor inverted King, whoſe Favour is Diigrace, 

W hoſe Frowns are Honour. now; thou carift not raiſe 

My Glory more, than-thus proclaiming to the World 

Thou hateſt me: But when HA 5 

This Lyon grumbles o'er his Chains alone; beware 

Thou ſend no Perſian Fools to gaze at me; [Greeks 

Left in my Round of Thought, I ſhould believe em 

That keep me there; and bounding from my Conch, 

 Graſping with Fury the miſtaken Prey, 25/4 

With flaming Eyes, ſhould ſtare their Souls away. [ Exit, 

Aer. Lo the Dungeon, hence, and load him down 

By Heav'n I'll find a Way to take [with maſſy Fetters, 

An undiſturb'd Repoſe ; Fil have my Streams 

Of Cryftal Pleaſure, clear'd of all theſe Martial Weeds, 

JI] tear 'em by the Roots, and throw them uſeleſs by. 
Art. My Lord, Howe'er your Soldier's Heat— 
Xer. I'll have no more to do with ſaucy War! 

Were now 'Ten Thouſands 'Times the Millions 

I ha' loft in Arms, intreating, begging as for Life, 

One animating Word to bid them move, 

Id not unſheath my Sword, to be enthron'd with Jove. [Ex. 
Ari. Why! why ye Powers! has ſuch a tainted Soul 

The Care of th' Empire? Or if the Gods have ſtamp'd 

Divinity on Kings, fixing them far above | 

The Reach of Common Men ; why then have we 

The Eyes of Reaſon to inſpect their Faults? 

Why are we born with Souls to loath Diſhonour, 

And yet by Honour bound to bear it ? [honourable, 
Aran How! To bear it! No! That Loyalty's Diſ- 

That bids me bear Diſhonour : When Subjects 

Are no more the Care of Kings, we then 

Have only left the Laws of Nature to protect us, 

And Nature ties us all to. Self - Defence, | 


We 


\ 


We muſt in Time reſent the Blows we've taken: 
Mardomius's Freedom muſt be fought, and ſuddenly ; 
The Current of our Treaſure ebbs too faſt; 

It-muft be ſtop'd by Right and Privilege: 

The late Expences of our gaudy Shame, 

' . © Exceeds th' Account of neceſſary War:: ; 
And ſhall we fleep, when from our Hands by Force, 
The Gripe of Tyranny has wrung our Fortunes 
More I cou'd ſay, | . | 

It I believ'd that Words cou'd win you to 
An Honourable Action. 
Art. Aranthes, I was never {low to ſuch a Call, 
Nor needs the Cauſe a Tongue, 

f But yet the Undertaking's ditkcult, 

g And will require our Friends beſt Counſel. 

| To-Night at my own Houſe I'll ſummon em, 

There ſpeak our Griefs at large. 


And may the bleſt Event to Ages prove, 
No Crown ſits ſafe, without the Peoples Love. 
T Ereunt. 
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The SCENE, The Houſe of Artabanus. 


Enter Memnon with a Paper. 


DEP Oneſty's a Notion, and only reigns, 
ey Like Womens Chaſtity, in cold un- 
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In the flattering Glaſs of Intereſt, it ſeems Virtue. 
——Of a fairer Form than half - ftary'd 
——— Yet let me think a little | 


. Here 


III rake the ſureſt Way to find 
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Here I am truſted with the Names of ſeveral Men, 
Who have combin'd to free th* impriſon'd General, 

To ſeize the. King, and force him to renew _ 

The War with Greece / Nay, I've ſubſcrib'd my own, 
T” aſhft em too, and now am going to inform 

The General of it: The Undertaking is but juſt; | 
For old Mardonius lov'd the King, and lies | 

In Chains, becauſe he offer'd Proof on't : Xerxes 

Is unfit to hold the Reins of Empire; 

He throws them looſe, and lets it run to Shame, 

And Luxury—Why don't I hafte to ſtop him then? 
And by the Execution of what I've ſworn to act, 
Prevent my Country's Ruta—But ſtay. ! ſuppoſe 
I fail in my Deſign (as fure tis dangerous) 
It Jam taken, can my Country fave me:! 

Or it I ſucceed, am I ſure my Country 

Will be grateful? They 11 ſay, perhaps, twas Intereſt 
Led me on: | 


# 


And let me ſtarve, while they partake the Bleſhng, ! 


Phiey may be baſe, and probably they will! 
Then *cis not ſafe to truſt em; uor'can ! 
On th' other Side be ſure of Life, if I delay 
This great Diſcovery :— 2 cis fixt ! 
eward from Xerxes: 
And when my Pardon, and Reward are ſign'd, 
Then let em call me Fool, or tell the King 
I am a Villain. 


Enter Artabanus, Aramhes, Ec. 


Art. Never was Cauſe, my Friends, more chearfully 
Embrac'd, never were Hands more fit for Action, 


I 
_ * 


[ Exit, 


| 
. 
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Nor ever greater Glory waiting on Succeſs : _ 5 


'Tis not the Thirſt of others Wealth, or Dignities, 
Nor Envy of a favour'd Faction, that inflames us, 
No mercenary End: Tis bleeding Honour calls us 
To revenge her Wounds ; tis Aerxes, not the King, 


That ſtands accus'd : If Xerxes can relent, 


% 


Still let him wear the Crown ; if not, the Crown 


| By us remov'd, can dignity | 


Another Head for Empire. 


© Aran. 


f 
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Aran. Lis not who reigns, but who reigns well, is King. 
Art. He that neglects the Regal Office, 
Should be-compell'd to lay it down; 


And we who feel the Smart of that Neglect, 


Are only proper Judges, where to place it. 
Aran. Let us but once more ſee Mardonius ſword :d, 
We ſhan't be long to ſeek a Man thac's fit 
To wield a Sceptre: I long £ 
To hear how he receives our Undertaking ! 
Why lingers Memnon thus! may we believe 
He's not refus d Acceſs to him. [Go'd. 
Art. You may, I have unbarr'd the Priſon Gates wi h 
| | [4 Servant whiſpers Artaoanis. 
Come, Gentlemen, the Night begins to waſte, 
Our ſmall Collation waits us: Aranthes, | 
Pray conduct our Friends, I'll give ſome Orders 


In the Houſe, and follow you. [Exit Aran. with the reſt, 


Enter Tamira in her Night - Dreſs, <veeping. © 
Art. What mean theſe Tears, Tamira ? | 


Tam. O, can you love like me, and ask that Queſtion, 


'Tis true, I counſel'd what you have undertaken ; 


Yet cannot help my Woman's Fears: , Not but 


I love your Honour more, than both our Lives; 
Yet, when I run o'er the frightful Hazards, 
The Dangers imminent you meer, 

To purchaſe and preſerve it, then I could wiſh. 


Some humble Shepherd were my Love, 
| Whoſe fole Ambition where a roſy Chaplet ; 


Not a Crown: | | | 
Who in ſome ſweet Retreat of blooming Nature, 
Naked of Honours, but enrich'd with Lave, 
Might give and take Delight unknown to Crowns, 
And drive with undifturb'd Repoſe, | 

The melting Hours before us. 


Art. Be Witneſs, Heaven, how theſe Words tranſport : 


For ſtill thy Fears, I know, are born of Love, me 
And Love's of kin to Honour, Could'ſt thou behold, 
Ev'n in the ſofceſt Moment of our ſoy, | 
Our native Country in my, the bloody Arm 
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Of Tyranny Joſt rais'd to give the Wound; 

And not with Horror throw me from thy Arms 

To ſtop the Blow ? Think what a glorious Tale, 
Futurity ſhall regiſter of him, ; 5 

That firſt ſtept out to ſave her! 

And. if oppoſing Death ſhould croſs the brave Attempt, 
Then ſhall ir farther ſtill be ſaid for thee, | ; 
This Man, this honeſt Man, the memorable Artabannry 
Beyond his Life, his Country lov'd, 1 8 Se 


| Yer, equal with his Country, loy'd T amira. 


Tam. O, ſhall it be ſaid Tamira's, Fears 


' Oppos'd this glorious Enterprize ? Periſh 
That Wife is ſo impatient of her Joys; 


That to indulge her Love at home, 
Would turn her Husband's Honour out a ſtarving! No! 
Go on, my deareſt Lord! leave me, and cheer 
Thoſe gallant Friends have ſworn to aſſiſt you: 
If you return with Life, my Love will find | 
A thouſand thouſand Ways to welcome you—Hark ! 
What Knocking's that? who can it be thus late? LA loud 
Do you expect more Friends, my Lord ? Knocking. 
Pray Heav'n no II] be towards us! 
Art. Be not concern'd, my Love, I gueſs 
*T'is J/emmon from the General: Within there! 
Haſte to the Portal; know firſt their Buſineſs, [ Enter a 
E'er you give Admittance ; unleſs it be Servant. 
To my Lieutenant Memnon: Be calm, my Love. 
am. I cannot, while this Notſe continues 
You ſhall not ſtir, my Lord; Heavens! how I tremble! 
Art. Now! who is it? [Re-enter <vith the Steward. 
Serv. My Lord, your Steward. 
Art. The News! [wards you. 
Steep. Defend yourſelf, my Lord! ſome Danger's to- 


Going to my Reſt, within the outward Lodge, 


I heard the thronging Tread of Paſſengers, 
Whom from the Window | difcover'd 

To be the Guards: 

They now are marching round the Orchard Wall, 
In erder to beſet the Houſe : 

i heard em fay too, as they paſs'd along, 3 


— 
5 
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Kill none, let 'em be taken all alive. 
Art. Death and Horror! we are betray'd ! 
Tam. O fly, my Lordi 
Let me conjure you, by the Pangs 
Of my diſtracted Love, fly fly! cer yet 
A Moment can befriend you. 
Art. Impoſſible! I leave my Friends in Danger t 
Tam: Run! haſte, and rouze em from the Jaws of 
Ruin. Y [To the Serv. 
O fatal Enterprize ! 4 
Art. That we may gain ſome Time to think, lead you 
The Servants to the Eaſtern Gate, [To the Steward. 
Command em, on their Lives, to keep it barr'd | 
Gainſt all would force their Entrance. Gods | 
Was ever noble Action ſo untimely born? 3 
O, Tamira! [Ruin 
Tam. What Power, what Fate can ſtop our head long 
Some pitying Gods look down, and ſtretch an Arm, 
To keep our Lives and Love unparted ! 


O that the Earth wou'd open wide, and take us thus, 


Thus undivided to the Centre! [Throwing her Arms on bins. 
Art. If we deſerve your Rage, ye Pow'rs ! 

Now hurl your Thunder to deſtroy us: 

But ſtrike vs cloſer, not aſunder with your Bolts. 

O!] muſt we part, Tamira / 


Curſt be the Hell- born Slave that durſt betray 
Our honeſt Lives: Ill Reſt betide his frighted Soul, 


Devouring Guilt, 
Like the Promethean Vulture, knaw his perjur'd Heart, 
And mark him for the Carrion of Mankind. | 
(Aran. within.) Ruin'd ! berray'd, and loſt ! 
Art. O my Friends ! : 


Euter Aranthes, and the reſt in Diſorder. 
Aran. Diſtraction! Memnon ! | ö 
Art. Ha! what of him! X [Fear, 
Aran. He ! He ! that curſt, that canker'd Slave, for 

Or baſe Reward, has ſold us all: I now 

Deſcry'd iim by the diſtant Light of Torches, 

In ConfeFence with the King, who ſmiling comes , 
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I'ch' Rear to catch us in the ſhameful Toil 
Art. O that a Curſe wou'd kill the Villain | 
Aran. Let's ſend it then upon our pointed Sword, 
Since we'ave no Hope of Safety left; | 
Here! let us fix our Stand, and if the Villain 
Dares to face us, ruſh all at once to reach his Heart, 
And die like Men, reveng'd upon our Ruin. 
Art. Impoſſible to ſcape ſuch Numbers: No ! 
Let's down to th' Poſtern Gate, and tr - 
To leap the Orchard Wall; or now the Darkneſs of 
"The Night befriends us, mingle with the Guards 
That are in Search of us, ſeem hot as they 
In the Purſuit, and that Way take our Chance 
To 'ſcape 'em undiſcover'd. [4 loud Noiſe without. 
Aran. Away! they are upon us: 
Succeed or not, we know at Jaft to die. [ Exit with the reſt. 
Art. I tollow you. [Tamira þholds Art. 
Tan. My Lord]! my Love, I cannot leave you! 
O let me part with you, and Life together 
Art. This is no Time to part like Lovers, 
Nor yet to tell thee half my Fears 
The King! Revenge! and Luft! I can no more; 
But ſhou'd thy frighted Virtue call for Help, 
Let this ſpeak for me. ' [Gives her a Dagger. 
Jam. By Heav'n it ſhall; and home: But do not venture 
To the Orchard: Here in the Houſe below there lies 
A ſecret Vault, in former Times of ſome religious Uſe, 
And now 1s only known to me: There I conjure you lie 
Conceal'd till Safety call you forth : Nor Hell, nor Euvy 


Beiray you thence, unleſs I prove unfaithful, [can 
Art. O might we never part till then! 
Hark ! they are entering! ſhew me [Exeunt. 


Aſter a Noiſe of the Gates being broken down, Enter Xerxes, 
Memnon, Officers and Guards, <with Torches. 

Jer. Where! Where's this infernal Brood of Traitors : 
By Heav'n, II cruſh 'em in the Neſt | Away! 
Look out! Search every Hole that Fear can creep into: 
Nor Earth, nor Hell ſhall hide em from my Vengeance! 
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Euter at the other Door Cleontes, and Guards dragging in 
tevo of the Conſpirators dead. | | 
Cleo. Here! this Way, ſhew the Bodies to the King! 
Great Sir! two of the Conſpirators, | f 
This Moment breath'd their laſt. [alive ? 
Aer. Was'c not my ſtrict Command to take em all. 
Who was it dar'd to kill em? 
Cleo. My Lord ! it was their own Deſpair, 
For e'er we cou'd beſet the Orchard, 
Theſe two, with ſeveral more, — be fore eſcap'd Us, 
Made an Attempt to leap the Wall; | 
We interpoling in the Moment, 
Demanded em our Priſoners; 8 
At this, they looking round with hopeleſs Eyes, 
To one another's Breaſts their pointed Swords ad vanc ud, 
And ruſh'd at once to an Embrace . 
Of Friendſhip and of Death. | 
Xer. O ſpiteful ſullen Traitors bring in the Torture 
By Heav'n, III have them rack'd to Life again! 
lem. My Lord, theſe Wretches are bur the Limbs. 
Of the Conſpiracy ; it only halts for want of them ! 
| It you would have it huſh'd for ever, | 
| Cut of the Head, their Artabanus !* | 
Xer. Thou haſt inform'd my Rage: Say, Slaves, 
Among thoſe that fled, ſaw you Artabanus ? | 
Cleo. No, my. Lord, we rather choſe to let them fly, 
Than give him Time to ſcape, while we purſu'd em. 
It wich the reſt. he was, he's ſtill 1'th* Houſe, my Lord: 
em. Then we are ſecure of him: I left him here; 
But ſee, they've found his Wife; | 
If he lies yet conceal'd, ſhe muſt of courſe 
Be privy to the Place. | 


Enter. Tamira guarded. 
Xer. Now! Is Artabanus found:? 

Guard. My Lord, we've left no Place unſearch'd, 
That Jealouly can enter; but can no where find him: 
And when we urg'd his Lady to diſcover him, 

She call'd us Fools, and ſaid we ask d her idle eien 
; r. 
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Fer. So brave! But this is done in ſpite to me: 
The Traitreſs knows I love, and therefore ſhe 
inſults : : | x Aide. 
But thus I tear the Paſſion from my Breaſt, | G 
And in its room, take fell Revenge and Hate 
Bring in the Rack ! T']] try if that can mak 
A Woman ſpeak her Mind. _ 
Mem. *Tis here, my Lord. | 
Ker. See you that, Lady? 
Tam. Ves and feel it in my Thoughts. 
Xer. What think you of it ? N 
Tam. That 1 could bear it, Sir, t'avoid a greater Pain. 
Xey. What's that? 1 
Tam. Diſloyalty to my Husband, and my Love. 
Aer. That ſhall be try'd : Where is your Husband? 
Tam, I have hid him, Sir. 25 | 
Jer. Where, Traitreſs ? II ſhould not. 
Jam. I dare not tell you, Sir; he has commanded me 
Aer. He then commands thee to the Torture! 
If thou would'ſt ſcape it, ſpeak ! for I will know. 
Tam. You ſhall! You ask to know ; 
Where I have hid my Husband. | 
Then I muſt tell you, Tyrant, in my Heart, 
Where you, nor yours can enter to remove him. 
Mem. Put her to the Trial, Sir! the Rack 
keeps no Secrets; 4 c 
Women are ſo impatient of a little Pain, — * 
That only ſqualling in their natural Labour, \ *<*<*: 
They'll forſwear Mankind. 85 | 
Aer. By Heav'n, I'm pleas'd to ſee her Folly rave, 
Thou talk'ſt as if the Rack were but a Sport! Haſt thou 
Been ever ſenſible of any Pain like this? 
Tam. Ten thouſand times a greater: I have known 
'The Pains of hopeleſs Love: Nay, after that, 
The Agonies of Bluſhing to reward | 
The Man that lov'd me. FOILS: 
Xer. How feelingly ſhe talks of Love, ev'n in 
The Face of Horror ? Art thou not afraid of Death ? 
Tam. No! This Moment from my Window I beheld 
Theſe two unhappy Wretches run into 12 
= His 
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His Arms, and ſee! how ſoon they're quiet! Death! 
Alas! he's now my neareſt Friend! look here. 

I wear him in my Boſom, Sir; 
My Husband plac'd him there. 
Aer. Thy Husband! To what End? | 

Tam. During his Abſence to keep Diſhonour from me. 
Ker. O the invererate Slave! Memmon, walk unobſerv'd 


Behind, and wreſt the Dagger from her. LAſids. 
Mem. I ſhall, my Lord. [He fleals round. 


Tam. That Whiſper has a Meaning I am jealous of ; 
By Heav'n tis ſo ! The Villain meefs my Purpoſe ! 
| WEL [Obſerving Mem. 

Xey. Once more! Where is thy Husband ? 

Confeſs, and yer preſerve thy Life. 

Tam. Thus far I will confefs : That I am now indeed 
Almoſt afraid of Death: For ir would grate my Soul, 
To leave my Husband's Ruin unreveng'd ; 

(For I deſpair again to make him happy) | 

And that's the only Wiſh that makes me fond of Life. 
Forgive me, Duty, if I miſtake the Breaſt; 

But great Revenge and Love, inſtruct me here! [Habs 

Jer. Diſarm her Setze her, Slaves! Mem. 
PII truſt the Tygreſs looſe no more. | 

Alem. Furies and Death, ſhe's reach'd my Heart. [ Dies. 

Tam. So may all Traytors die! Tis done | 
The noble Task, that Love had fer me 
For the Remains of Life, is nobly ended; 

And now I am at Leiſure for 
The idle Holiday of Death. _. 

Xey. No, ſullen Traitreſs! thou ſhalt be Years a dying. 

Tam. Let me be Ages, Sir ! | 

Xey. Begin the Torture! 

I'd have my Glory hve for ever ! 
By Heav'n, ſhe mocks my Vengeance! [They bind her. 
Now, where are your Smiles of Scorn, Lady ? 

Tam. Here! in my Soul, which thus contemns thee, 
Thinking to bow it down to Baſeneſs. Tyrant, 
Alas! my Body now wou'd fink to th* Earth, 

With Horror of yon agonizing Tortures ; 
But that my daring Soul, ſhoots, like a temper'd Spear, 
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9 the falling Trunk, and gives it Power to 
| and. | 3 | | 
Now fatiate thy Rage, ſtrip off my trembling. Fleſh, 
And when thou'ſt piece- meal torn theſe frailer Limbs 
Still ſhalt thou leave unmov'd a naked Mind [aways 
Erect to Heav'n. | Lo | 

Xer. Away! and drag her to her Fate, [She is carried off. 
My ftern Revenge will brook no more DefianſeQ. 

Cleo. My Gracious Lord, might your poor Slave 

«dviſe | 1 | 

Aer. Preſerve thou thy own Life, and tempt me not, 
I rell thee Vengeance takes up all my Soul. 

Cleo. But yet, you ſee, my Lord, ſhe minds it not! 
You are not thus reveng'd She mocks the Torture! 
Now, Sir, may I advitc Bs * 

Aer. Adviſe me! What! Not ev'n the Damn'd can 
With more Variety of Pain—Look there! [groan 

Cleo. I ſee, my Lord, and plainly ſee from this, 
Were ſhe in your Arms, ſhe'd feel at once 
A greater Pain, and you a ſweeter Vengeance. | 
Methinks ſhe's lovely yet! her Charms new pointed! 
See, how her ſnowy Boſom heaves and ſwells 


With inward Pains, diſdaining to confeſs em. 


O Miracle of diſtreſsful Beauty ! ? 

Ker. Not pot a Groan ! No Sigh or Tear for Mercy! 
Reveal thy Husband yer, and I forego | 
My Juſtice !—By yon Heav'n ſhe's dumb and dauntleſs !. - 
See, how ſhe knaws her Lips, and firms her Brow ! 
With ſullen Virtue ſhe ſupports. her Soul, 

And bears it with unhecded Reſolution ! 

Cleo. Stupendious Woman ! 

Xey. Forbear a while [To the Executioners. 

Cleo. With half this Pain, I've. ſeen a Male factor 
Make the Torturer tremble with his Groans ! 

Can all this Fortitude be born of Love ? 

Xer. If it be | 1 N 
What mortal Man can merit ſuch a Love? 

If Love can make her ſmile in ſuch a ra ing Pain, 
What muſt he do, when wrapt in real Pleaſure 


What Racks of bliſsful Joy, what Raptures muſt ſhe give! 
h | By 


. 
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= Heav'n, they muſt be taſted | 
n 


looſe, and ſcat her by me. [She isbrought in all blood. 


m now a Convert to her undaunted Virtue. 

Thou glorious Woman, whoſe unconquer'd Soul, 

In ſpice of Wrongs, reſolves my Rage to Pity, 

For ever now, thine and thy Husband's Injuries 

To me, are cancell'd and — My Crown s 

Too little to reward thy Conſtancy ;, 

But if thy Husband's Life and Safety can, 

Nay, and his Friends too, they are thine, 

Thy Goodneſs has redeemd em. | | | 
Jam. What ſaid you, Sir? you do not flatter me! Leh. 


Jer. Search round my Kingdom for a With, tis thine. 


Or Wealth, or Empire, all too poor a Gitt, 
For ſuch exalted Virtue! | 
Bur ask! O ſpeak! and teach me to be grateful ! 
Tam. O my chear'd Heart! Shall I not ask in vain ? 
Xer. Speak and enjoy thy Waiſk. ! | 
Jam. en it is an humble one: I ask 
Not Wealth or Power, I ne'er was fond of Dignity ; 
Nature and Reaſon ever taught me to believe, 
No Taſte of Life cou'd be, but in the free, 
'Th' intire Poſſeſhon of the Man that lov'd me. 
Give me his Life, and him the Life of thoſe | 
_ Unhappy Friends, his Raſhneſs has engag d, 
And I am more than happy. | 
— Fer. All this I had reſolv'd unask'd ; 
Can _— more be given to chear thy Life? 
Tam. A little more, if I might ſpeak. 
Aer. Speaking is to enjoy. 
Jam. Then give us Leave, my Husband, Sir, 
Our little Infant, and myſelf, with the Remains 
Of our Inheritance, to ſeek Retirement, 
On ſome remote and unknown Clime,, 
Where Power and State, may never more- 
Diſturb the Peace of our unmurmuring Love. 
Jer. Draw up a Pardon ftrait for Artabanus, | 
And thoſe with him concern'd in this Conſpiracy. 
Here ! Fair one, take this Ring! Give it thy Husband; 


Now 


Ze that thy Triumph, and his Paſſport thro the World. 


 _._ Fer, No, 
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Now gently raiſe and bear her to the Palace, 
And let our own Phyficians have the Care of her. 


* Tam. Alas, my Lord, I want no Art, ſuch Words as theſe þ 


Wou'd heal a Wretch expiring of his Wounds ! - 

O let me kiſs your facred Feet, 

And thank you'wittr my grateful Tears of Joy; 

Thus let me weep, and wafn your cruel Guilt away, 
Till Gods and Men, ſtand wondering at your Virtue 

Aer. Riſe, Fatr Creature! Live, and enjoy the Man 

that loves thee. | | ES OL. 

Tam. Now you indeed have rais'd me, rais'd me, Sir, 
From Death to Life, to Love, and to my Husband | 

But haſte! O lead me ro him, e*er my Wounds are cold, 
That I may fold his Body in theſe bleeding Arms, 
And print it o'er with Crimſon Characters 
Of Eternal Faith! | 
And now let baſe Detraction bluſh 
To call us Cowards, or inconſtant Souls, 

Since ev'ry Drop that falls from me, 
May to our injur'd Sex's Glory prove, | 
That Racks, nor Hell could ſhake a Woman's Love. Ex. 
Jer. Then thou'rt the firſt that never could be won, 
And therefore only fit to feed a Love 
Luxurious as my own : Now follow her; 
Seize her Husband the Moment ſhe diſcovers him, 
And bear him to the Scaffold. | 
Cleo. You | ab your Royal Word to ſpare him, Sir. 
ool, I gave my Word to find him out. 

79 ere. demanded him; and ſince the Rack 

roduc'd him not, I might with Juſtice then 
Make uſe of Policy ; and now I'm both 
Secure of my Revenge and Love. | 
Cleo. Then ſhe muſt not die, Sir. 

Ter. Oh, no! ſhe lives and ſhall be lov'd to Ruin 
P've prov'd her Virtue now, and find k 
It worthy of a Siege: I'll further try 
If all the moving Fenitence of Love can take her: 

If (as I wou'd) the ſtill reſiſt that Pow'r, 
The nobleſt Way to conquer is to ſtorm: 
*Tis Oppoſition gives the Victor Glory 


Oh! 
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Oh! what a noble Guft wilt ſwell my Soul, [Graſp! 
When ſhe lies drowr'd in Tears, and rrembling in my 
Nay, after my abhor'd Poſſeſſion, I'll hold her 
Witch ** Spire, and talk my Raptures o'er ; 

In her unwilling Ears FH pour ſuch Tales 
Ot looſe Deſire, her very Soul ſhall feel the Rape. 


And though | 
Her Words may beg I ond her Life deflroay, 
Ji make her Eyes confeſs that ſhe — the oy. 

In. 


The SCENE, the Palace. 
Enter Xerxes attended, a Meſſenger offering him a Letter. 


AIT on me To- morrow ; | 
lim not at leiſure now for Buſineſs. 
: To-morrow, Sir, may be too late; 
They're of Importance, and concern 
ae Safety o =_ Royal Perſon, | 
Ker. I tell-thee, Slave, my Will's my Safety: 
When Danger dares to face me, 
Fil command it from my Perſon. 

Meſſ. But, Si I 

Aer. No more, my Pleaſures wait. 


| Enter Cleontes. 
Now, my Cleontes, What News from Love? 
How does Tamira bear her heavy Change of Fortune ? 
Cleo. Oh! never did the weeping Eyes 
When firſt 
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Of Pity view a Scene ſo mournful. 
We ſeiz'd, and forc'd her Husband from her Arms, 
She wrung her Hands, and ſhriek'd, and tore her flowing 
Beating her Breafts ; and in her wild Deſpair g++ 


„% - XERKNES 
She broke thro' all the Guards, with an amazing Forces 
And ſtrain'd her Arms once more around him, 

We ſtrove to part him from her Hold; but ſhe . 
Still clupg, and claſp'd with ſuch convulſive Force, 

That from her half-heal'd Wounds the ſtarting Blood 
Agen (prung forth- 1 » 14 7% 
And ſprinkl'd thoſe with Pity that oppos'd her. 
Mov'd by that Sight, we ſtopt a while, | 
To let her take a ſhort, a laſt Fare wel. 14 
Quite breathleſs now, her Head upon his Boſom lean d, 
She wept, and ſpoke with d ing Eyes 
The tender Auguiſh of her Soul. | 
He preſs'd her cloſe, and call'd, My Life ! 

She ſigh'd and groan'd, and offer'd an Embrace, 
But there, alas! her waſted Spirits ſunk, 
And left her on the Floor, expiring. 

Aer. Extravagance of Love | | 
If only to behald her parted from a Husband's Arms 
Were ſuch a mournful Sight, 

Oh! what a beauteous Ruin will her Sorrows make, 

When rifled of her dearer Honour! 4 

She weeps and wails, with ſwoln Eyes looks up to Heav'n, 

AndchigestheneuterGods for their Neglect of Innocence. 

But ſay, how have you diſpos d her Husband 2? 
Cleo. While ſhe lay fainting on the Ground, 

We hurry'd him to Priſon ;. then us'd all our Care 

To bring her back to Life. 2 
Aer. Is ſhe then recover d? 

Cleo. To Life ſhe is, but hardly to her Senſes. 

She ſpeaks to none, nor minds another's Speech; 

Penſive ſhe fits, with folded Arms. 

Fixing to th' Earth her Blpod-ſhot Eyes, and looks 

The piteous Image of true Mourning Miſery. 

Aer. How are her Wounds ? | 

Cleo. By Virtue of an Arabian Plant, ſhe h 
Already loſt the Pain: They were at firſt | 
Bur flight, tho! ſmgrting. 5 4 995 

Xer. Uſe all the Power of Art to chear her Spirits; 
But keep her ſtill within the Palace. et td 
When you perceive ſhe is inclin'd to talk, 


Let 


* 
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Let me bay of 3 | = x 
ell. our Majeſty "I 
2 Ager d Pla er Whence are theſe Letters? 
Meſſ. From my Maſter, Sir, the Governor of your 
new· exected Fort. [Arms, 
Xer. (Reads) Ha! He tells me here, ſome Rebels are in 
hat you are able to inform me farther ! va 
Say! Who, what are they [rer'd. 
Meſſ. Moſt of em are thoſe the Grecians left unſlaugh- 
Ker. In Arms ö ny ef 
Me, Yes, Sir, and in Order to: They have been 
Long us'd to War: You taught 'em firſt the Trade, 
And now they ſay, they'll ſet up for themſelves. | 
Xevy. So blunt?! | © [Thoughts 
Aeſſ. They talk but little, Sir; they look their 
And threaten in their Silence. | | | 
Xer. Aranthes at the Head of em? - 
Mef. I ſaw and ſpoke with him. 
Xer. What ſaid the Traitor? - | 
Meſſ. He bid me tell you, Sir, Unleſs the General 
Were free To-morrow, he'd himſelf find Hands 
To force the Priſon-Gates. + [4 tarts 
Aer. So reſolute? What was their Number? 
Mel. When firſt 1 view'd 'em, they appear d 
Not above ten Thouſand: But in four Hours 
I perceiv'd 'em doubled. # | : 
Aer. Ha! It may be dangerous then too fa I 
T' incenſe a gathering Power Alt muſt be ſo! } 
Here, take the Royal Signet ? haſte, and ſtop N 
The Execution of A4rtabanus. [Exit an Attendant. 
Nor is it Fear that makes me do it; | 
But, on my ſecond Thoughts, ir may advance 
The glorious Project of my looſe Deſiree _ 
(For ſhe'll believe, when I proteſt it ſo, PAſide 
That love of her has made me pitiful.) 
Beſide, the News will call her Spirits home, 
And make her fit ſo much the ſooner for my Arms. 
Poſt ro thy Maſter, back: Bid him draw out 
Thoſe Forces under his Command, and meet the Rebels. 
| Az. The Rebels are more then thrice his Number. 
| | | Aer. 
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Ler. No more! But let him do'c, or die 
Meſſ. I am gone, Sir. And if he takes my Counſel, 


His few ſhall make their Number greater. {/ſide. 


Aer. I'll think no more, nor ſhock my Eaſe, 
To entertain a Thought of toilſome Arms | 
But yet, I am not ſafe till theſe are quell d 
Let ink d Fortune uſe her ſenſeleſs Will! 
Man ſees in vain, and does in vain oppoſe her: 
Fight, or neglect em, ſtill my Fate's decreed ; 


Nor is't in me to ſhun a future III, 


Unleſs, with Pow'r to act, Heav'n gives me Will. 
Vet thus to live in Doubt, a Torment is! - F 


Then Magic Art ſhall ſet my Mind at Peace: 


I'll zo the 4/agi's Cave, whoſe Charms ſhall prove 


What Fate's deſign d my Empire, aud my Love. [ Exit. 


The SCENE changes to the Magician's Care: 


Re-enter Xerxes alone. 


Ker. Come forth, ye Pow'rs on Fururity : 
You, that with pow'rful Charms unlock - 
The Cabinets of Heav'n, and ſteal from thence | 
The hidden Fates of Kings and Empires, The Magi 
Haſte from your gloomy Cell, and ſummon all C appear. 
Your Art to wait a Monarch's Pleaſure. 2 


MMag. Command us, and our Art obeys. 


Xer. Tell me what End my — is decreed, 
If I by Foes, or Foes by me ſhall bleed. 


It Love, or Force, ſhall make the Fair One bow. 


Tell me what Pleaſure I in Love ſhall know; 5 


Exert your Art, and prove what Spells can do. 


Mag. Prepare the Charm: The Charm muſt be 
To Sphiel, who delights in Harmony. 
| a 


it Mag. ſings. 
2 ! Old Sire of early Fate, 
o ſeeſt before the Gods debate; 
That know'ſt of yet unbeing Things, 
The Fates of uncreated Kings, 


Of Men, of Zmpires, and the Doom 
Of thouſand thouſand: Years to come: 
iſt Mag Appear ? ad, Appear ! 3d, Appear! 
iſt Mag. Sophiel! 
Bare, po pale Beam, 


at faintly 3 o'er the Seygian Dream, 


MW | Sop eln =: 
By the Ocean's Ebb aud Flow, k 
| Wig biden Cf ee ne er cou'd know, 


3d Mag. Sophicl! 
By By the ſubterraneous Winds, ah make 
trembling Earth and Center ſpake, | 
Chorus. Appear ! Thrice ! Thrice ! invok'd, appear ; 5 ö 
ether in Air thy Form does ftray, 
Or under Earth by Charms is bound, 
Swift ſwift as Light ning, dart away ; 
Or fierce as Thunder, tear the Ground. 


Sophiel ariſes in the Form of an Old Jan all in I bite, 
7 and ſpeaks. 


Soph. Too curious Man ! Why doſt thou ſeek to know 
Events, which 6 or ill, fore-known, are Woe ? 
Th' All- ſeeing Pow'r, that made thee Mortal, gave 
Thee every Thing a Mortal State ſhould have. 

Fore- Knowledge only is enjoy d by Heav'n, 
And, for his Peace of Mind, to Man forbidden. 
Wretched were Life, if he fore-knew his Doom; [ 


Ev'n Joys foreſeen give pleaſing Hope no Room 
And lriefs aſſur d, giv felt 2 — come. 5 ; 
Jet looſe the Charm, be wiſe ! O ſend me back; 
And what's decreed by Fate, with Patience take. | 
 _ May. Thou beg'ſt in vaintocrofour Monarch Will: 
What he commands, Spirit, I ch thee tell, 
A ow I — bind —— thera ever — ſtin Spell. 
oph. O me, and A —_ lame Care; 
I thought, in Kindneſs, I might. ſay, Bexar Wes 
Know then, raſh Man, thou'ft lot the bapp 
Wiich * Fate once gave within thy TH C3 


While 
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While thus thou liv'ſt in thoughtleſs ora 

Slighted of Friends, of Foes deſpis'd, thow'lr die; 

In Madneſs only fam'd to late Poſterity. | 

But thou in Love a ſtranger Fate ſhalc know; 

The Fair One ſhall, but ſhall to Virtue bow; 

With humble Love purſue, and thou ſhalt find 

Thou art deceiv'd, alas! in Womankind. { He Deſcends. 
Aer. Spirit, thou ly*ſt ; I ne'er deſpis'd ſhall die; 

Til change my Death, to prove that Fate can lye. 

Shou'd Fortune threaten what thy Words declare, 

I'd free my Soul, to be reveng'd on her. 

And for my Love, I will the Raptures know ; 

She ſhall to Love or Force, not Virtue, bow. 

Virtue may pleaſe, and give dull Souls a Feaſt ; 


But Raviſhment's a Joy for Gods to taſte. LExt. 


The SCENE changes to a private Room in the Palace. 


\ Eiptey Cleontes and an Officer, and Servants ſetting out # | 


Banquet. 


Cleo. Diſpatch, diſpatch! the King approaches. 
Of I gueſs the Meaning of this Preparation 
But is the Lady in a Condition, think you, 
To be entertain'd ? d Of 
Cleo. Her Husband's Liberty and Pardon have recall'd 


Off. Has ſhe ſeen him then? [her Spirits. 
Cleo. She has: I ſaw their firſt Meeting here, i th 
OF. Sure 'twas a joyful one. {Palace. 


Cleo. It was indeed] Joyful, even to a Face of Sorrow. 
So movingly ſhe wept her Griefs away, 
*T'were hard to judge which ſeem'd the greater Pain, 
The Terror of his Death, or the diftracting Joy 
Of his Return to Life: For ev'n there ſhe tainted. 
Off. Where is her Husband now 
| Cleo. After the Hurry of their Joy was over, 
He'beg'd her Leave to viſit brave Mardonius ; 
She, loth to part, but more unwilling to deny, 
Diſmiſs'd him, on his Promiſe of a quick Return. 
That Viſit was the only Thing cou'd part em, 
£1 | T4 And 
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And now the King's ſecure of Opportunity. 
If in the Interim her Husband ſhould return, 


Your Orders are, to give him no Admittance. | 
See all the Anti-Chambers clear d. Away] ſhe's here. ¶ E 


Enter Tamira alone. 


Tam. How tedious are the abſent Hours of Love 
Lite's an unpleaſing Dream when he's not with me: 
'Tis worſe ! *tis Death, and wiſhing to be born agen! 

I am impatient of my State When, when, my Love! 
Sure Time ſtands ſtill, to fly the faſter at our Meeting! 
Our Hours in Love have Wings ; in Abſence, Crucches. 
What can this Muſick mean? Addreſs'd to me? {Soft Alu- 
Good Heav'n! the King] and yet I read no Terror ſick. 

[ Enter Xerxes, bowing at 4 Diſtance. 
| In his Looks —Innocence ſhould never know 
The Guilt of Fear: I'm yet 
To thank him for my Husband's Life! c 

Jo Ker. ] When bounteous Heav'n gives a ſurprizing Joy, 
Me bend our grateful Knees to thank the Gods: [ Kneels. 
Kings are their Images: Such Thanks as Heav'n 
Accepts (the humble All that Man can pay) 
Receive, O ſacred Prince, from me; who, like a God, 
Have given me Life reftor'd, and more than Life,—my 
Husband ! | 
Nor wou'd I have you think that any Power on Earth, 
But a refiftlefs Love, cou'd e*er have forc'd 
My honeſt Hear: to brave my Prince's Anger ! 

Aer. Ay! there indeed thou'ſt nam'd a . 

That might excuſe the fouleſt Crime, 

And waſh it fair as Innocence! 

Unconquerable Love! Oh, who can brave his Power ! 
A Power, that braves the eldeſt Law of Nature: © 
Ey n Self. Defence is loſt, where he exerts his Sway; 
For who'd not rather die in Proof of Love, 

Than ſuffer Life, untaſting of his Joys ? 

When ode created Love, | 

He made a greater God than Jove / 


— Hadſt 
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! Hadſt thou deſign d the Ruin of m Empire, 
. At Love's Commaud, 'twere Treten not t'obey ! 
| From him alone eur Hell or Heav'n we prove; 
il He bids the Damu'd,de'pair—the Happy, love! 
F | T am. Defend me, Heav'n ! Whither wou'd he drive 
14 | Aer. Riches, Ambition, Glory, Pride may boaſt 
Fi if Their ſeveral Charms to raiſe our Souls aloft; 
Jet from the Height of ail their tow'ring Thoughts, 
When on the eager Stretch ta. kiſs the ing, 7 
 *Fhus do we-ſee em lur'd ro Earth, like me, 
And reſt their weary'd Wings upon the Hand of Love! 
W hy doſt thou turn away? Is it ſuch Pa in [Takes her Hland. 
o be bcloy'd,! ro be ador'd |! meals, 
| Can Penitedee and humble Tears offend thee ? 
F< not averſe to thoſe. We kneel, 
av, and taſte of Mercy! 
iy hy! didſt thou take an Angel's Feom, » 
Fithout the\Softneſs of an Angel's Mind ? ? 


% 


Cant thou nc pity: me 2 1 

Jam. sis not in my Power: : by i me 
Still as my Thoughts grow ſoft, wy bags ſteals em 
And he's 10 greedy of the Joy, he Soul, 


And leaves me cruel to the World beſide. 
Xey. Be cruel! flill, yer will 1 ſtill love on: I have 
Conſider'd all the vain Impoſſibles of Deſp:; ir, 
Yet have reſolv'd to uſe no other Help but Love! 
Bur ſuch a Love l fed M ith ſo ſoft a Flame ! 
do fond of Miſery! ſo impotent of Hope! 
It muſt be inoficyfgye to the chaſteſt Ears! | 
Tam. Ny hy do you hold me bile a frighted Dove, 
That crembles 1 in your Hand, ancrouymaurs for. iis Mare} 
"Tis molt inhuman 10 be cruel cauſe you may. 
Tis: true, Iam your Slave, and in your Power. 
Yer, Behold, I throw ir off! Be free: I ſcorn 
All Power but bumble, Palhan,:- ... 
Which thus diſrobes the Purple King, | 
And ſtrips him to the flarying Lover. 
But ſhall I, mull I Rarve before 10 fair a Banque: ? 
Tan. 1 have no Room | 
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To entertain another Gueſt; You may: tf. | 
Diſturb my Love; but never can be welcome to'r. 
Xer. VII bring with me a tender fighing Heart ; 
A Lover's Heart, that bleeds, that languiſhes, 
And dies, to make me welcome. 45 
Tam. Give it to thoſe that ſtarve ; on me tis loſt : 
I, in a faithful Husband, have eternal Plenty. 
Yer. Husband's the groſſeſt Food of Love; 
'The Ignorant and Vulgar have their Share of him : 
The poor contented Drudge of idle Nature; 
Cheated of Bliſs, to be the Tool of Propagation. 
But didft thou know the Joys a Lover brings, 
Thus wouldſt thou claſp me in thy wüling Arms, 
And, mad with wild Defire, confers [/Zbracing ber. 
Thou haſt been fed, but never knew 'ſt to taſte before. 
Tam Strike! ſtrike me deaf, ye Gods! O Violence 
To the Ears of Virtue! 1211 beit TEES 
er. Virtue's the Bane of Bliſs, and while it checks 
' The Husband's Love, Love leaves rhe Lover frec. 
1 The Miſer Husband ſtarves a generous Flame; 
He thinks you laviſh, when you moſt are kind? 
And even tears to as £1 
What with a Looſe the happy Lover takes. 
He's ſtill impatient of unknown Delight; 2 nl 
Begs with unſated Lopgings to improve the Blifs, ''' - * 
And adds, by asking, to the Store of Love. 1721. 
By Heav'n, ſhe mult be mine! my Soul's on Fire! 
And while 4 graſp her thus, ſhe muſt diſſolve, or burn! 
She melts!! ſhe pants! her conſciousUyes confels the Joy, 
And ſparkle from her Flames within! 1+ | 
The-God of Love lays praſtrate all her Charms, 
And thus I ſeize her, yielding to my Arms. . 
IE nserh embraci 5 
Tam. Tyrant, *cis falſe! I e . or bees | ” 
Exerting thus the Strength of Innocence, 
: day thee from thy luſttul Hopes for ever! Breaking 
and off! approach me not! for if thou doſt, 7 from him. 
By all the Wrongs of my undaunted Love, 
Theſe Hands, reſolv'd with horrid Force, 
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Shall tear my guilty Eyes away, and daſh 
The reeking Balls upon the Ground before thee. 
| _ Xer. Why then the Spirit yd 
That ſaid I was deceiv'd in Womankind. 
I knew my Hopes to conquer thee were vain : 
I now deſpair, and that ſecures my Pleaſure 
Women that yield to Love, or vile Reward, | 
Are Things below the Paſſion of a Monarch's Soul: 
Bar ſhe that can, like thee, be deaf to Power, 
Jo conquering Love, yet bear the Rack for Love, 
She is, indeed, a Banquet for the Gods! 
1'lI be their Taſter now 
And ſerve up in Raviſhment to them. 
Hadit thou ſubmitted to my eager Love, 
Perhaps in Heat of Blood I had enjoy'd thee, ' 
And after left thee like a common Thing, 
Deſpis'4 and hated for thy eaſy giving. | 
Tk O happy Thought! he teaches me to *ſcape him! 
Forgive me, Love, if nov: I ſeem the Thing 


That Love ſhould moſt abhor. 1 
Aer. Now, where's that Hand will hurt thoſe beau- 
teous Eyes? | [Seizing her Hands, 


* Strive not, nor think thy Cries can move yet do! 
Reſiſt me ſtill! fill curſe my hated Flame 

_ *D'will burn the fiercer, when oppos'd : | 
Methinks thou art not cold, as I could wiſh. 
By Heav'n, I'll grind thy ſullen Hate to Love, 
And glut my Vengeance with abhorr'd Poſſeſſion. 

Tam. And why abhorr'd ? 3 [Smiling. 

Can there be Horror in ſo ſweet a Pleaſure ? 
Can Force be needful to the yielding Fair ? 
J find, you think me, what I ſeem'd, all Ice! 
Ah! little, little do you know of Womankind ! 
Our Lives, our Thoughts, our very Souls are Love! 


> Our Tears are Softneſs, and our Coyneſs, Fear; 
+; Our rFrowns affected, and our Smiles decoying ; 
1 Our Hearts are tender, and our Tongues belye em; 
a: Our Wiſhes ſecret, and our Eyes betray em; 
Me muſt be cruel, c'er we can be kind: 


And 


= 4 


1 = FEY 
* * —— (—— OR no or —— Aren = M tte 0 USE 
. . 0 : "Ie — 23 1. ee 3 


XE RX E s 33 
And uſe Reſiftance, to be more deſire :s 
But when our Cruelty has done its Part, 


And kindly prov d how ill rhe Wretch can bear, 5 


A Look can cure 
[ Looks wwantonly on him. 


Then! then! our Joy's ſecure 
Deſpair! N | 

Aer. Amazement ! ente 8 : 

Tam. You thought, perhaps, becauſe T bore the Rack, 


[4 


That I could only bear an Husband's Love? _ 


Alas! I ſuffer'd that in Spire to you, 


Not Love to him; for you were then my Fde! 
My Intereſt brib'd me there to ſuffer: - 
My ftolen Pleaſures now are all ſecure, 
The Rack has fix'd my Reputation fair, 


It now ſhines out with ſuch a glaring Light, 


I: blinds the Eyes of Jealouſy. : 

By Heav'n I know, were you unkind, or baſe, 

And ſhou'd divulge the Joys Imow reſolve to give, 

(So fair my Honour ſtands) it wou'd not be beliey'd, 
Xey. Nay, then the Spirit did not lye: For 1 

Conteſs, I'm now deceiv'd in Womankind. 0 
Tam. And why deceivd? ' h 

Cou'd you believe theſe Eyes, the Stars of Love, 

Were fix'd ? not Planets wand'ring round the World, 


; "To ſearch and taſte of ſweet Variety: | 


A Husband's Love! Periſh the ſtupid Wretch, 
W hoſe Heart once fir'd, ſeeks nor to burn for ever : 
And has a Husband Fuel to maintain the Flame ? 
I neer could find it fo: For me! I own, 
An hundred eager Lovers have ſupply'd his Room; 
Vouth's form'd ro melt, and charm a Woman's Heart: 
While he Abroad has fought his Country's Cauſe, 
I've ſtill been ratfing Love Recruits at Home. 

Jer. By all my Hopes, a Strumper! * 

Tam. But all the Conqueſts that my Eyes have won, 
Are poor and low, compar'd to you: To make 
The Monarch of the World deſpair and weey ! 
I; fumerhing ſure beyond the Power of Love: 
It prides my Soul, to think my Frowns have Force, 
And CHarms me now, to-dreis my Heart in-Smiles. 

C 3 Aer. 
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Xer. Thy Frowns were Smiles to me; thy Smiles are 
common: | . 
A Monarch cannot feed on what has pall'd his Slaves. 
Tam. Lou ſeem uneaſy, Sir, permit me touch your Hand, 
To taſte your Kiſſes! Now you're grown ſo cold. 
Xer. Gods! That a Strumpet cou'd appear ſo chaſte ! 
Why did I form ſuch monſtrous Hopes, to taſte 
A Woman's Virtue Tis Notion all! 
Lewdneſs and Life, are what they take together. 
Tam. And why! Is that a Name to fright you ? 
Why did you wooe, unleſs to win my Love ? 
How cou'd I yield, unleſs I turn'd a Wanton ? 
Aer. But thou'rt ſo foul, I loath thee : 
With looſer Beauties to delight my Blood, 
Such as will ſell their Honour for a Price, 
I'm hourly ſerv'd, and pall'd ! "Tis vulgar! No! 
My Hope. was here— | 5 | 
To taſte thy Beauty and thy Virtue too: 
But know, that Royal Appetite's above 
The handled Offals of a common Love: 
Thy Virtue tainted, thou haſt loſt thy Charms, 
I now condemn you to your Husband's Arms : 
But ſince thy Luft my furious Love has tam'd, 
As a Reward, take all my Guards inflam'd ; 
r if they fail to ſlack thy looſe Deſire, 
I am free, ſer all the World on Fire. [Ex. Xer. 
Tam. Gods! Can it be? Is then the Face of Vice 
So loathſome, ev'n ro the Vicious! ID 
Triumph, you Guardian Powers of Virtue ! 
And let your Caſe of Innocence this Day, 
To your eternal Glory be recorded ; 
For this Eſcape ſhall tell che World a Tale, 
To make your Precepts more ador'd than ever. 
The looſer Beauties row ſhall bluſh to hear, 
In what Diſgrace their lewd Embraces are. 
A Tyrant luſttul, and debauch'd with Power, 
In Scarch of Bliſs, an humble Paſſion » orc, 
Conceal'd his Luſt, his ſlighted Crown threw by, 
And only hop'd frem Love's Authority: 85 
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She keeps me waking, when the World's at Reſt, 
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But * he found his ſubtleſt Art was vain, 


 Unveil'd his Soul, and ſhew'd the Brute again. 


The trembling Nymph inſpir'd, for Succour flies 
To looſe Deſire, ſafe in that foul Diſguiſe, 
She palls his Flame, he ſtarts, and dooms her back 


Io all that Life can give, or happy Lovers take. [Ex. 
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SCEN E, the Palace. 


Enter Xerxes attended. 


SD HR O' all th' unmeaſur'd Bounds of 
- = a wild Delight, | 

ATI never yet cou'd tafte ſubſtantial Joy, 
IP Or know one Pleaſure more than com- 
CY%. mon Men. | 
If I indulge my Appetite, I'm cloy d; 
Uneaſy now with what I lately long'd for: 
If when my Blood is high, I tafte of Beauty, 

Bliſs, becauſe my Power commands: 

The Peaſant there takes more Delight than I, 
That travels thro* Deſpair, to ſweer Poſſeſſion. 
When deaf to Injuries, I make my Way, 
"Thro' others Ruin, | 
Stern Conſcience ſtops me ſhort, and will be heard, 


And ſtuffs my Pillow with a thouſand Thorns CL Shout. 
Ha! what mean thoſe Shouts! they ſound a Mutiny ! 


Enter Cleontes haſtily. 


Cleo. Arm! arm, my Lord! the City's in a Tumult; 
Aranthes having fore d the Priſon Gates, . 1 
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Has freed Mardonius from the Dungeon, 
Who drags his Chains along the crowded Streets, 
And calls em brave Rewards for Loyalty. 

Xer: Inſulting Traitor! Es AS 

Cleo. Another Party here produc'd a Rack, 
Stain'd with the Blood of fair Tamira's Wounds:! 
Here in another Place, 
Three dead Virgins, whom you had lately raviſh'd, 
In ſpiteful Pomp were carry'd round the Streets, 
To turn the Peoples Hearts againſt you; 
And I much fear, their Fury will be fatal. 

Aer. Meet they no . ? 
The Magiſtrates, do they ſtand idle? 

Cleo. They're out indeed; but ſhew an hollow-hearted 
Unarni'd, and unreſolv'd to quell 'em: [Power, 
"Tis faid that Artabanus too, | 
Is raiſing Friends to join em. . | 
Aer. Let him, Mardonius, and Aranthes be preſcrib'd, 
Set on each Head an hundred Talents: | | 
Mean while, to make the Rabble ours, let 'em 
Have Leave to plunder every Rebel's Houſe, 

Then ſer em all on Fire. F 

If Children, Wife, or Servant there have Shelter, 

Let none eſcape, but bury all in Flames. 

Alarm the Guards! bar up the Palace Gates, and follow 
me. N [ Exit. 


The Sc ENE changes to the City. 


Enter Mardonius' in Chains, Aranthes bearing his Seyord, 
Magiſtrates and People ſhouting. | 


Aran. Fellows in Arms, and you my Friends of Peac 
Both equally oppreſs'd beneath a Tyrant's Yoke, 
| Behold our Liberty in Chains; Pm 
This loyal Arm and Head buſted in Wounds, 
And watching for our Country's Peace and Honour, 
Half-ſtarv'd, and fetter'd like a common Traitor; 
.Unask'd, and unadvis'd of you, have we preſum'g 
(Preſuming firſt, you'd not condemn the Action) 


Ta 
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Io force the Priſon, and ſet free this Man, 
Free from a Tyrant's Power, but ſtill in Chains; 
If you pronounce em 8 on, 
Him, and his Sword to your Diſcretion we ſurrender, 
To arm, to execute, or free himſelt and you. 
Is it your Will he be remanded back, 
To end his Life in ſhameful Bonds ? + 
Or ſhall he take that Sword, inur'd to Action, 
And lead you forth to brave Revenge, and Liberty ? 
People. Arm him! arm him! Liberty! Liberty! &c. 
[They give him the Sword, and unbind bim. 
Mar. If ſupple Words, 
My noble Countrymen, muſt ſpeak my Thanks, 
I ſhall appear ung rateful for this Truſt repos'd : 
If Rows have Eloquence, Fll be a Talker: 
Let it ſuffice, that I am free and arm'd. 
Not my own Wrongs, but yours ſhall edge my Sword; 
Your Liberties infring'd, your Rights deſtroy'd, 
Your ancient Glory nk in Sloth and Tyranny ; 
Your ranſack'd Houſes, and exhauſted Treaſure, 
Your tender Virgins, and your Wives deflower'd, 
The publick Wrongs, and poor Tamira's Rack, 
Are Stings too venom'd, not to ſwell Reſentment, 


Ev'n to your Wiſhes Height Once more, I'm Yours; | 


Let Heav'n but ſmile, tho Perſia's Head lie low, 
I've yet an Arm to ward the T'\yrant's Blow.  [Zxeunt. 
Omnes. Liberty! c. l 


Enter an Officer, and four Soldiers of Artabanus's Party. 


_ Offic. Here, Gentlemen; 3 

Place yourſelves at the Corner of this Street, 

While I 80 privately to the Houſe; 

If we can bring his Lady ſafely to him, 

He'll not be wanting to reward our Care, [.4 Shout. 

Hark ! the Tumult's near us ! TY [Fire ! 

Ha! what means yon glaring Light It ſeems ſome 

By Heav'n! the Houſe of Artabanus all in Flames! 

Nay, tis the ſame! I know it by the Portal! look! , 
5 Look! 
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Look ! how the Rabble ſcramble for the Plunder 
What thankleis:Care they take to ſave 
The Plate and Furniture! See! how ſome venture 
Burning, to be Rogues, and yet would tremble 
Should an honeſf Cauſe require em. 
(Rabble within.) Away with her, Sc. 
1ſt Hod And fee the Torrent rowls this Way. 
Ofc. Hu! by Heav'n, the Lady to! Tamira _ 
And her Child rudely dragg'd along the Streets. 
(Min) Away with her! to the Palace! to the King! 
_ away with her! 
1 Sold. What's to be done? We are no Number to 
Oe. Let us nun back to Artabanus, and if {oppole em. 
Poſſible, bring him down to her Relief, - 
Before they carry her to the King! Run, 


They are upon us. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Tamira plun der d, her Hair and Cloaths diſerder'd ; 
 - the Rabble with ber Child, ſhe ſtriving to recover it. 


* 
— 


Tam. O barbarous, cruel Men! 
If ye are Men, be touch'd with Human Pity ; 
If you ſeek Blood, take mine, but ſpare 
That harmleſs Babe Tear not my Hearr-ſtrings from 
You once were young and innocent yourſelves, [me! 
And now, perhaps, have Children of your own. _ 
O] could you bear to ſee em torn by cruel Hands, 
From off their tender Mother's Breaſts ? 
Would it nat make you bleed, and tear your Hair, 
And pierce the Heav'ns with your ſhrieking Sorrows ? 
T Rab. Come! I ſay, give her the Child, it has done us 
No Harm, and will do us no Good. IE Ih 
2 Rab. The Child's my lawful Plunder, and I'll keep it. 
am ( Kneeling.) Dear Sir, you look wich Eyes of 
Mercy on me; 
If you have Power, command ; if Pity, ſpeak him fair, 
So at your lateſt Hour, may you ſweer Mercy find 
Of Heav'n, as now you ſhew it me. 1 KES 
But ſee ! his bloody Arm is rais'd ! O ſtop [She riſes. 
1 2 Th 
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The fatal Blow ! O hold! for Pity hold! 

See, Sir, Lve that will charm — to Compaſſion; 

This Diamond Takes it from her Bom. 
2 Rab. Ay! that e. 
Tam. The firſt dear Pledge of wy unhappy Love, 

To fave a more endearing, One ; | 

Weeping 1 beſtow you: Tis all i ch World Es 

Of Value I have left me: 1 

And were 1 ſt now for: want of and 

If this were only left to feed me, wou d 1 ſtarve, 

So much beyond my Life I prize us Worth 

But Oh! fo far beyond em borh I love my Child. 
2 Rab. Ay | now-Ifecl the Woman! ler's ſee the Ring. 
Tam. Here, gentle Sir, and with it take 

Ten thouſand Prayer: Sir [other Diamond. 
2 Rab. Vou muſt have no Child, till I have ford « an- 
Tam. By all my Woes, I am-a Beggar 

You cannot be ſo cruel to refuſe me now; 

Believe me! ſearch ! take all! ſtrip me _ 

To pinching Cold, to every thing but Shame. 

Tear off this idle Robe, it misbecomes me, 

While that tender Infant needs it. | 
3 Rab. *Pſhah ! away with her muſt we * to hears 

A Woman dena. a 
2 Rab. Ay! ay! away with her! Ser. 

Jam. My Child! O ſavage Creatures 
[Catching at the Fellocu, ſbe falls on the Grand” 
Im. To the King! to the Palace! away with her. 


Jar Ha! the King! not all your Force ſhall drag we; 


Thus will I daſh the Ground, and tear a Paſſage 


To eſcape him! fierce Thunder firike me io the Grave! 


Gape Earth, and take me living down to Horror 
gs] any Hell! but Life and Shame!!! O! (ebe Mair. 
Om. Drag her! away with her, Sc. [They ber 

Tam. O cruel! cruel Men! (7 they 2 hap. 


Enter Mardonius, Aranthes, and thein Party, 
Mar What means this ſtrange Diſorder, Friends? 


W 95 ſwarm you thus like angry Bees unhiv'd; __ :.. 


; That 
8 
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That ſting in wild Revenge, or Friend, or Foe ? 
Is it becauſe you want a Head to lead you ? 
Or do you blindly ſerve a Tyrant's Will? 
Why is this Woman rudely drag'd along? [They looſe her, 
| 72 am. Relieve me, Heav'n! 5 as Half afraid. 
Mar. Now, by my Soul! the fair Tamira. Help ho! 
Tam. Protect me, brave Mardonius ! [They raiſe ber. 
Mar. Protect! yes, and revenge thee too, Villains 
Tam. Hold! I conjure you, hold—Good Sir, be mild, 
And ſpeak em fair, or that Revenge 


May coft me dearer than my Life——my Child 


Mar. Ha forego the Iufant, Slaves 
Or by the litted Fury of this Arm 
Tam. Oh! do not fright 'em, Sir! ſee! they're merciful 
And kind! they will not hurt the Babe + f 
[They ſet down the Child, which runs into her Arms. 
Mar. W hence comes this Inſolence, you Hounds !. 
You — er Curs, that run at all, 

W hence Miſchief cries halloo ! 5 | 
Is Innocence your Game? Hence! to your Kennels, Dogs! 
Om. Fly" fly ! &c. [Beats 'em off. 
Aran. Let 'em run on, they are not worth Purſuit, 
Their Fear will ſoon diſperſe *em, EE, 
Jam. But where's my Lord, my Artabanus, Sir? 

Why is it he's not with you: 8 
Mar. Having expected him e' er this to join us, 

We ſent to know th' Occaſion of his Delay, 

And every Moment wait his Anſwer. 

Aran. And ſee, Sir, the Meſſenger is return'd, 


Enter an Officer. 

May. Now! Have you ſcen the General? | 
Offic. My Lord, I tound him poſted on a little Hill 
Without the City; _ 5 
From whence, enrag'd, he ſaw his Houſe in Flames, 
And led his Men with Fury down to join you : 

As he was marching on, 
An Officer (whom juſt before h' had ſent iy 
| 0 
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o find, and bring his Lady to him) 
With breathleſs Haſte inform'd him, that the Rabble, 
Were that very Moment dragging her to the Palace : 
At this he trembled, and his Lips grew pale ; 
But on a ſudden, ſtarting from the Firz |, 
He march'd his Numbers in diſorder'd Haſte, 
Strait on to th' Palace, reſolving there 
To force the Guards, to dic, or reſcue her; 
And this delays him, Sir. | 
Mar Ill tim'd, and dangerous Error! 
But haſte ! away again, and tell him 
His Tamira's ſafe with me If he ſhou'd force 
The Guards, he runs into the Jaws of Death. 
Tam. O! fly before the Danger meets him. Lx. O. 
Mar. Some on before to ſtop the Fire! 
amira be your Care, Aranthes, 
While I with theſe march on to his Aſſiſtance. 
| | [Ex. Tam. and Aran 


Enter a ſecond Officer, <vonnded. 


Ofic. Arm! Arm! 
Mar. How now, Soldier? What mean theſe Wounds? 
Ofc. My Lord, they faintly ſpeak our General's Dan- 
Mar. Where is he? [ger. 
Ofic. This Moment ſtorming at the Palace-Gate, 
I lett him there demanding his Tamira, 
And threat'ning, if retus'd, to bury it in Aſhes : 
Art which the King, in mad Revenge, grown deſperate, 
Threw him an Handkerchief diftain'd with Blood, 
And cry'd, take there! there's all that's left 
Of thy Jamira now, the reſt of her is cold. 
Swell'd with that Sight, he flew with Fury on the Guards; 
And now, impatient of Revenge, like Wildfire, throws 
- Deſtruction round him for a Time; | ; 
Hut mult at laſt expire, and let his curious Foes [held ir. 
With ſafe Amazement, view the wond'rous Shell that 
Alas! 1 fear you'll be too late : Bur yer [Ruin. 
here's Hove in Haſte, my Lord, ta ſtem this Flood of 
Mar. 
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Har. O fatal Error! on to the Palace ! march! 
| [Exennt. 
J C EN E, tle Paledk, 5 5 
An Alarm is beard, ſeveral run oer the Stage, and 
Xerxes in Diſoraer. | 


Omn. Fly ! fly! they are entring ! they are upon us: 
Fly LExeunt. 
Xer. Confuſion! How the Slaves forſake me 


g They ve caught me in the Snare ! nor can I ſcape em 
Loet em go all! Il ſtand the Shock alone (now. 


"The fearful Stag at Bay will fight, 
Will ate revenghs upon his Hunters ; 
Lion's wilder in the Toil : 
Shall Danger ſhake a Monarch's Soul ? 
Now by my Crown's Right, Royal Majeſty, 
I will rot fall ! What, hoa ! my Beaver, Slaves ! 
1˙ put the Godhead on, and Deſtiny 
Shall tear her idle Scrols of Fate decreed; 
For ſhe has written falſe of me! I will not die, 
Nor ſhall my Foes have Power to face me ! 
Thus with this awful Front, 
I'll look the raging God within, (out and Claſhing. 
And frown em into Fear !——Thou pale-fac'd Slave 


Enter a Soldier. 


Sold. My Lord, your Guards are half deftroy'd, 
The ref revolted all to Artabanus, 


Who like a Deluge, with his Force comes rowling in. 


Xer. Let him rowl on! 


_ He meets a Rock will ſtand unmoy 0 his Roar, 


And daſh him into Dew. [Shout again. 


Bier Artabanus pre ſrg back his Followers. 


"Art. On Pain of Death, let no Man follow me ! 
Aer. How dareſt thou, Slave, 


| 


Wich 
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with that rebellious Face, confront thy King, 
Or tempt the Vengeance of a waking Detry ? 
Art. When Kings are caſt in Molds divine, 

We find their Actions great and pitiful: 

Piry's the nobleſt Compoſitidn of a God. 

But thou haſt none! No ſoft Compaſſion ever touch'd thee, 

Tygers and Wolves, to thee, are tame! See here, 
TNT | [The Handkerchief. 

The rueful Flag proclaims thee worſe than Ty rant: @ 

Or if a nearer Name can reach thee Devil ! 


Xer. Traitor | 4 . 
Art. From any Mouth but thine, wou'd ſhock my Soul. 
Or if I am a Traitor, : | 
Ey'n thoſe juſt Powers that gave me Virtue, 
When they. behold the Wrongs that rais d my Arm, 
Will ſure allow, I was not prompt to Ill, ö 
Not eaſily difloyal——My Virtue did its Part: 
If held, it ſtruggled ſtoutly to be tame. 7 
But here's a Force would break the ſtrongeſt Hold, 
And turn ev'n Pity to Revenge and Rage. 
If yet the Horror of the Deed 
Has left thee Temper, ſpeak ! What had the poor 
7 amira done, to merit ſuch a Death? 
Why haſt thou kill'd | 
The tendereſt Mother, and the ſofteſt Wife? 
Aer. But that I know to ſay, will gall thy Heart, 
I'd ſpurn thee, Traitor, for this bold Demand; 
Daring to ask a Reaſon of thy Monarch's Will: 
But, as a God, to. Thunder-ftrike thy Soul, 
I tell thee, Slave, I. Whor'd her to a Diſ-liking, 
And then ſhe was unfit for Life: 
Nor cou'd I brook to let her live for thee, : 
Atrer the Stamp of Royal Love was on her. [Words 
Art. O ſavage ! bloody Tyrant! The Horror of his 
Has numb'd my Senſes, and drowns my weak Revenge 
in T pM 5 7 11155 
Aer. Now by my Glorious Brother in the Skies, 
My Words have more than Power of common Kings; 
They're ſomething near "Tis Second Fate 
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To ſtrike this hardy Soldier pale with Fear! 

He weeps ! he dies !—T've look'd him to a Ghoſt! . 
Art. And art thou dead! Our Infant-Love for ever 

— No more of Woman now—PFarewel ! [ parted, 

Nor need I this to dry my Tears, | 

The Thirſt of Vengeance rages in my Blood, 

And drinks em faſter than they flow 

Hear, hear me, Gods! Revenge your Heads prophan'd ; 


And as the Cauſe, the woeful Cauſe, is yours, LAneels. 


So from this Arm (your not unwilling Inſtrument) 
Hurl ſwift Deſtruction to the Tyrant's Heart [Fool ! 
Aer. I laugh at all that Fate can do! Come on, raſh 
And if thy Life's a Pain, (as, ſure, ,a Rebel's ought,) 
Thus Hand to Hand oppos'd, Death never took 
A zobler Form to face thee INT] rs 
Art. Now, by the Sun's refulgent Ray, 
1 meet thee worthy of my Rage. | 
Oh! I cou'd thank thee that thy Blood's ſo high: 


"hat Manly Fury in thy Eyes tranſports me 
It ſets the Noble Front of Honour in my View, 


And heightens my Revenge with Glory. 
[They fight ; and after ſome Paſſes, Xerxes ſpeaks. . 


Ver. Confuhon ! How he dallies with my Fury 


But thus I pour it all at once 125 


And certain ſend thee to the Shades. 


Art. And thus the Gods re- pay thee [Both fall. 
Aer. Furies! and Hell ! They've ſtruck me now in- 
But if there be Hereafter, I'll revenge it ſtill: [deed ! 


Rebellion from the loweſt Shades ſhall riſe, 
And give em freſh Alarms of War, 852 
More dreadful than their puny Giants Rage: 


- 


The deſperate Fiends, by me to Freedom led, 

Shall daſh their Chains againſt their Cryſtal Tow'rs, 

And ſhake their Heav'n to Horror Oh! I am faint ! 

My guſhing Blood flows inward to my Throat, 

And drives out Life before it! Ha! 'tis falſe ! 

Jam not dy ing! No! I'm weary of the World, 

And now will fleep for ever l | 

Art. When I behold this Sight, I wiſh to follow A a : 

| eat 


Death cannot be more terrible; 

His Hand is on me, and his Looks are mild. 
To be no more, is now to be moſt happy. 

Oh, for a Friendly Witneſs of my Glory Hark 


My Fortunc's kind, I hear em coming! (.4 Trumpet. 


Enter Mardonius and his Party. 


„„ ( 
Oh! welcome Friend! My Fellow-Soldiers, welcome 
See there the Wounds of Perſia cur'd, the Tyrant's dead ; 
By me he fell, and poor Jamira is reveng'd. 

Mar. Horror! on Horror! Thy Tamira lives! 
And comes with eager Love to meet thy Arms: 
Oh! rather had ſhe died, than thus to meet thee ! 

Art. What means my Friend ? Tamira living ? 

Mar. Run! Haſte, and tell her of this bloody Chance! 
If ſhe would ſee her Husband, ſhe muſt fly. [Exit a Sol- 
Alas, my Friend! That gory Handkerchief dier. 
Was only by the Tyrant thrown to gall thee : 

Thy poor Tamira lives! This Moment dragg'd along 

By the rude Rabble, I redeem'd her ſafe. 

But hark! 4ranthes brings her on! He faints! 445 
| — [4 Trumpet at a diſtance. 

O Cruel ! Gods! can you not lend one Hour 

To a departing Lover! 

Art. Grieve not for me! Give to my Wife thy Tears; 
She'll need a Friend's Compaſſion : Let not her Sorrows 
(For I know ſhe'll mourn my Fall) be deſperate: 
Her little Infant will require ſome Care ; 

I charge her, live for that—— 11 
Commend me to her Heart, and let her know, 
My lateſt dying Words, and Thoughts, 


Confeſs'd her loving, more than Lite belov'd—— [ Dies: - 


Mar. He's gone ! O Freedom dearly bought ! 
Unwelcome Peace! Without the Life that gave it. 


Bur ſee, his frighted Widow comes mournful 


O piteous Woman 5 . [Thought ! 
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Enter Aranthes, with Tamira : She runs to the Body, 


Tam. Where! where's my bleeding Lord ? Stand off! 
O give him to my Arms! Ha !—Speechleſs and pale! Oh! 
Aran. Help ho; ſhe ſinks; lets raiſe her from him. 

Tam. Oh! we muſt never part, Fi 
But with more Pain than Bodies loſe their Souls. 
Dear Sir, for Pity's Sake oppoſe me not: 

Ev'n in your Eyes I read a Friend's Concern ; 

But mine's a nearer Tye! a Wife! Alas! 

I was his Wife, his tender Wife belov'd [thy Aid. 
Mar. Indeed, I pity thee : But yet, call Reaſon to 
Tam. Ah! Do I nor, my Lord? Are not my Tears 

my Duty 2— | | 

Have I not cauſe to tear my Fleſh, to bleed, 

And daſh me on the Ground ? | 

Oh! cou'd my Tears but fall like Showers from Heav'n, 
This diſmal Object, ſure, wou'd drown the World. 
Mar. Be comforted, fair Creature! 

Nothing is ours: Nature but lends us Life, 

Since Death's a Debt that all muſt pay- TH 
Tam. Since he is dead, is there a Comfort left me ? 

Oh! I cou'd out-weep the Southern Clouds! Away, 

And give my Sorrows Room: Stand off | 

And let me fill my Arms wich Woe: [ Embracing the Body. 

Grudge me not this! This Eaſe of Miſery indulg'd, 

Let me but talk a while, and gaze, and kiſs 
His cold, unfeeling Lips, and you ſhall ſee me quiet ; 

Huſh'd as the Cradle-Babe, | it 5 | 

When chidden by its angry Parent to a Slumber. ¶ Veeps 
Aran. Give her her way, my Lord! [over bim. 

Her Grief ſwells higher when oppos d. 

Mar. By Heav'n, this ſtubborn Heart, that has, 
Walk'd by a Heap of groaning Foes, [unmovy'd 
At this ſad Sight is melted down to Woman. 

Jam Huſh !—Who's that, weeps ſo loud! —You'll 

wake my Lord. 

He is not well, 


he Numbers, and a cold, 
. Damp 


—————ů— — : 
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Damp Sweat is on his Brow! O my poor Love 
Hark! hark! He calls me in his Sleep! He chides; 
Says I am unkind, and fear to follow him! | 
As if the Terror were not in Life behind him ! Ha! 
What means this friendly Weapon at my 3realſt ? | 
It looks not, ſure, as if the Hand of Chance, 
But Love, had laid it, to relieve my Woes! 
—'Tis ſo !—"Twas Love ;—and Love applies it here 
[She ftabs herſelf with her Husband's Sword. 
Aran. O fatal Deed ! 
Mar. O raſh Deſpair! 
Tam. Call it not raſh, when there's ſuch Eaſe in Death. 
But Death, alas! is never wholly kind, | 
For tho' I'm pleas'd to think I had not Power 
T” out-live my Lord, yet, Oh! it grieves my Heart 
That I have robb'd an Infant of its Mother. 
Oh ! be a Friend to that; and teach him, Sir, 
To keep the Middle-Paths of Active Lite. 
When wild Ambition, or too powerful Love, 
With eager Heat would drive him blindly on; 
Be kind, and warn him with his Parents Ruin. [ Dies. 
Mar. There broke ' 
The tend'reſt Heart that ever ſigh'd in Love: 
But Love was her Undoing; for once, 
In wild Revenge, to right her Love betray'd, 
She ſtruck a Ponyard to the Villain Memnon's Heart. 
The Gods have frown'd ; but Men muſt pity her: 
Nay, Heav'n but half reſents her Faults, gives her 
A kind, a nor untimely Death: Twas then 
Too late to live, when all ſhe lov'd was gone. 
Remove the Bodies, never more to part: 
Living, one chaſte Bed; now one ——— hold 'em. 
| [Turning to Xerxes. 
Bur here, the Gods with Terror ftrike en 
Le: Kings and jarring Subjects hence be warn'd, 
Not to oppreſs, or drive Revenge too far: 
Kings are but Men, and Men by Nature err; 
Subjects are but Men, and cannot al ways bear, 
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Much ſhou'd be born before Revenge is ſought : 
Ever Revenge on Kings is dearly bought. 
Yet, to our Woes, the Gods this Comfort give; 
From thoſe that die, the Living learn to live, 
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